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MY  COUNTRY! 


I  dreamed  a  dream  in  blackest  night, 

A  dream — that  brought  a  hush  of  fright, 

The  exultant  awe  of  true  insight. 

’Tivas  this — from  a  peak  that  towered  high, 

A  cloud-like  portal  in  the  sky, 

Surrounded  all  with  ghostly  shapes, 

And  palled  with  flowing  blood-stained  drapes, 

A  figure  stepped  and  stood. 

Beauteous  was  her  face,  and  good. 

Her  robe  was  like  that  starry  flag 
Of  which  we,  careless,  boast  and  brag — 

Blood  red  stripes  on  snowy  white, 

Stars  that  burst  from  blue-black  night; 

Unmoving,  arms  outstretched,  she  paused, 

And  with  a  voice  whose  fiber  caused 
The  wondering  ghostly  multitude  to  stay 
Spellbound  and  silent,  I  heard  her  say — 

“Oh,  where  is  the  glory  of  my  land, 

That  gift  of  power  from  God’s  own  hand; 

Where  is  the  man  who  knows  the  thrill 
That  comes  zvhen  gained  is  your  highest  hill, 

Or  when  viewing  your  boundless  stretches  of  sand? 
Where  are  the  men  of  Seventy-six 
Who  did  not  allow  their  blood  to  mix 
With  groundless  fears  and  cowardly  shame — 

Tell  me,  is  your  Spirit  the  same? 

Oh,  land  that  is  good  and  fair  to  see, 

Oh,  country  sung  as  the  ‘ Land  of  the  Free’ 

Where  is  the  Spirit  that  fought  for  thee? 

My  Country!” 


As  if  in  answer  to  her  call 
The  plains  below  her,  covered  all 
With  temples  of  beauty  to  Wisdom  raised 
Gave  to  the  group  who  stood  amazed 
A  sight  that  thrilled  the  watcher’s  heart, 

As,  forth  from  the  portals  of  Science  and  Art 
Countless  files  of  marching  feet, 

Regular,  steady,  true  to  the  beat 
Of  the  stirring  martial  drum, 

In  eager  haste  for  the  things  to  come 

Trod  the  soil  their  forefathers  trod 

When  they  pushed  back  the  enemy,  rod  by  rod. 

Youth,  with  its  sturdy  shoulder  braced 
To  meet  the  trials  that  must  be  faced; 

Straight,  and  strong,  and  loyal,  too, 

Tested,  found  firm,  and  all  true  blue, 

The  sons  and  daughters,  the  Nation’s  pride — 

These  marched  forth  to  the  mountain  side. 

And  under  their  banners  flashing  bright 
Looked  up  to  the  group  on  the  mountain’s  height. 

Then  spoke  that  figure  with  words  of  fire, 

While  songs  of  triumph  sang  the  ghostly  choir, 

And  lifting  that  glorious  flag  on  high 
Set  it  forever  against  the  sky. 

“Yes,  here  is  the  future  of  my  land, 

Its  foundation  is  built  on  rock — not  sand. 

Here  are  the  children  of  the  Free, 

Their  dominion  stretches  from  sea  to  sea. 

Oh,  rejoice  in  the  Spirit  that  will  fight  for  thee — 

My  Country!” 

DOROTHY  E.  BOWEN,  ’17. 
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THE  STAFF  OF  THE  ANNUAL 

E.  Morrill  Cod)r,  Editor. 

Dorothy  E.  Bowen . Associate  Editor  Rachel  Hecketsweiler . Literary  Editor 

Florence  Schrieber . Art  Editor  Harold  Gordon . Business  Manager 

Ruth  Glos . Junior  Representative  Carl  Schaffer ...  Freshman  Representative 

Violet  Porteous,  Sophomore  Representative. 

Foreword 

In  bringing  out  the  annual  this  year  we  have  found  before  us  a  much  larger 
task  than  former  editors  have  found  in  the  fact  that  the  book  had  to  be 
financed  by  the  sales.  In  doing  this  we  have  been  generously  supported  by  the 
whole  school,  especially  the  senior  class,  who  really  have  made  the  book  possible. 
Because  there  was  no  annual  last  year,  people  began  to  doubt  the  school  spirit, 
but  far  from  its  being  lacking,  we  have  found  that  everyone  has  been  willing  to 
do  his  share  and  a  “little  more.”  We  wish  to  thank  everybody  who  has  sent  in 
contributions  to  the  annual,  even  if  his  little  bit  was  not  printed.  We  should 
like  to  have  put  in  everything  received,  but  space  forbade.  We  wish  to  thank 
Miss  Grandy  and  Miss  Griswold,  our  faculty  advisors,  for  their  help  in  a  literary 
way  and  Mr.  Sherwin  Cody  of  Chicago  for  his  help  in  a  business  way;  also  Miss 
Chamberlain  and  the  Art  Department  for  their  invaluable  aid,  and  the  Board  of 
Trustees  for  its  encouragement.  We  have  tried  to  make  this  year’s  annual  show 
the  real  spirit  of  Deerfield  in  athletics,  literature,  music  and  drama,  and  we 
sincerely  hope  it  meets  your  approval. 

The  Editor. 
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The  Faculty 

Richard  L.  Sandwick . Principal 

Leland  Stanford,  Jr.,  University,  A.  B. ;  University  of  Chicago. 

Ralph  Perrine,  Assistant  Principal . History 

University  of  Iowa,  A.  B.  University  of  Chicago,  Special  Work. 

Marguerite  Marks  Allison* . English 

University  of  Chicago,  Ph.  B. 

Juliette  H.  Ames . . . Household  Arts 

University  of  Chicago,  B.  S. 

Gertrude  L.  Anthony . Mathematics 

University  of  Chicago,  B.  S. 

Benjamin  H.  Ball . Physics  and  Chemistry 

Allegheny  College,  B.  S. ;  Northwestern  University,  M.  Sc. 

Mildred  Chamberlain . Art 

University  of  Chicago,  Ph.  B. ;  Art  Institute  of  Chicago; 

Chicago  School  of  Applied  and  Normal  Arts. 

Genevieve  M.  Dennison . English 

Elmira  College,  A.  B. 

Fred  C.  Ewing . Stenography  and  Bookkeeping 

Hillsdale  College,  A.  B. 

Arthur  R.  Fraser . Music 

Kalamazoo  College,  A.  B. ;  Royal  Academy  of  Music,  London,  England ; 
Pupil  of  Sir  Charles  MacPherson,  London. 

Adah  G.  Grandy . English 

University  of  Wisconsin,  B.  L. ;  Summer  School  of  English, 

Hamilton  College. 

Emada  A.  Griswold . French  and  Spanish 

University  of  Chicago,  Ph.  B. ;  Alliance  Francaise,  Paris,  France; 
Knowles-Favard  Training  School. 

Augusta  Krieger . German 

University  of  Illinois,  A.  B. ;  Columbia  University. 

Ernest  S.  McLain . Commercial  Subjects 

University  of  Illinois;  University  of  Wisconsin,  Ph.  B. ; 

Western  Illinois  State  Normal. 

Wade  McNutt . Biology  and  Agriculture 

Eastern  Illinois  Normal  School;  University  of  Chicago,  B.  S.,  M.  S. 

Caroline  Morton . Household  Arts 

Kansas  State  Agricultural  College,  B.  S. ;  Columbia  University; 
Teachers’  College;  Stout  Institute;  Chicago  University. 

Wilhelmina  Munson . Business  English  and  Typewriting 

Western  College,  A.  B. ;  Metropolitan  Business  College. 

Samuel  Hart  Newhall . Latin 

Harvard  University,  A.  M.,  Ph.  D. 

Ella  Louise  Noyes . English  and  Latin 

Northwestern  University,  A.  B. 

Harry  G.  Pertz . Manual  Training 

Purdue  University,  B.  S.  in  M.  E. 

Margaret  Reid . .  .Physical  Training 

New  Haven  Normal  School  of  Gymnastics. 
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The  Faculty  —  Continued 


John  L.  Rothacher . Physical  Training 

Freemont  Normal  School;  Springfield  College,  Mass.,  B.  P.,  Ed. 

Robert  W.  Schneider . Manual  Training 

Stout  Institute;  Armour  Institute,  Special  Work. 

Elizabeth  Southwick . English 

Northwestern  University,  B.  S. ;  Graduate  of  Cumnock  School  of  Oratory. 

George  G.  Taylor . Mathematics 

University  of  Illinois,  A.  B.;  John  Marshall  Law  School,  LL.  B.; 
University  of  Wisconsin,  Fellowship. 

Aleida  van  Steenderen . Spanish 

Lake  Forest  University,  A.  B. 

Helen  M.  Sullivan* . Secretary 

Deerfield-Shields  High  School,  ’09;  St.  Clara  College. 

Ida  C.  Benson . Secretary 

Deerfield  Shields  High  School,  T3. 

Alice  M.  Pertz . Bookkeeper 

Purdue  University. 

Annie  L.  McKenzie . Librarian 

Deerfield-Shields,  ’07. 

Zula  R.  Powell . School  Nurse 

Chicago  Hospital. 

*Resigned  during  the  year. 


THE  GYMNASIUM 
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The  Class  of  1917 


President : 

LELAND  SMITH 

“Lee.” 

Football,  ’15,  ’16,  ’17. 

Captain  Football,  ’17. 

Basketball  Team,  T6. 

Chief  Councilor,  ’17. 

President  Senior  Class. 

Senior  Ring  Committee. 

Orchestra,  ’14,  ’15. 

Le  Cercle  Francaise,  T5,  T7. 

“And  for  your  country,  boys, 
and  for  your  flag.” 


Treasurer: 

ELIZABETH  REICHELT 

“Betty,”  “Lis.” 

Freshman  Party  Committee,  T4. 
Forum,  ’16. 

Treasurer  of  the  Senior  Class,  ’17. 
Senior  Ring  Committee,  ’17. 

“The  fair  each  moment  rises  in 
her  charms. 

Bestows  her  smiles,  awakens 
every  grace.” 


FREDERICK  SPENCER 

“Frieda.” 

Football  Team,  T5. 

Senior  Ring  Committee. 

Councilor,  ’16,  T7. 

Belgian  Relief  Bazaar  Committee, 
’17. 

Junior  Prom.  Committee,  T6. 
President  Sophomore  Class,  T5. 
Mandolin  Club,  T6,  T7. 

Second  Sergeant,  Cadet  Corps,  T6. 
First  Lieutenant,  Cadet  Corps,  T7. 
“Somewhere  in  France.” 


Vice-President: 

JOHN  BELL 

“Jack.” 

Football,  T5,  T6,  T7. 

Basketball,  T6,  ’17. 

Councilor,  T7. 

Chorus,  T6,  T7. 

Vice-President  Senior  Class. 

“The  field  to  labor  calls  us,  now 
with  sweat  empose.” 


President: 

GORDON  BUCHANAN 

“Bunny.” 

President  Junior  Class. 

Track,  T6,  T7. 

Second  Lieutenant,  Company  B, 
Cadet  Corps,  ’17. 

“Laugh  and  grow  fat.” 


HERTHA  ANNA  WYMAN 

“Hurfa.” 

Orchestra,  ’14,  T5,  ’16,  T7. 
Deutscher  Klub,  ’17. 

Councilor,  T6,  T7. 

Sophomore  Dance  Committee,  T5. 

“She’s  a  most  extraordinary 
woman.” 


Secretary : 

ANNA  BERNICE  TUCKER 

“Bin,”  “Bernie,”  “Ben.” 

Freshman  Party  Committee,  T4. 
Garrick  Club,  T4,  T5,  T6. 
Sophomore  Party  Committee,  T5. 
Councilor,  T7. 

Secretary  of  the  Senior  Class,  ’17. 

“And  welcome  wheresoe’er  she 
went, 

A  calm  and  gracious  element.” 


CAROLINE  ELEANOR 
SCHOFIELD 

“Carck.” 

Councilor,  T7. 

Basketball  Team,  ’17. 

Garrick  Club,  ’17. 

Forum,  ’17. 

Le  Cercle  Francais,  T6,  T7. 
Sophomore  Dance  Committee,  ’15. 
Belgian  Relief  Bazaar  Committee, 
’17. 

Senior  Play,  ’16. 

Sophomore  Editor,  1915  “Deerfield.” 
Junior  Party  Committee,  T5. 

“A  maiden  modest  and  self-pos¬ 
sessed. 

Youthful  and  beautiful  and  sim¬ 
ply  dressed.” 


MARY  LEE  WHITMAN 

“Mary  Lee.” 

Entered  in  Sophomore  Year  from 
Pierce  School,  West  Newton, 
Mass. 

French  Club,  T7. 

Girls’  Tennis  Champion,  T6. 
Basketball  Team,  ’16,  T7. 

“Let  there  be  no  fuss  about 
me.” 
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The  Class  of  1917 — Continued 


RACHEL  MARY 
HECKETSWEILER 

“Rachel  Mary.” 
Sophomore  Dance  Committee,  ’15. 
Junior  Party  Committee,  ’16. 
Garrick  Club,  ’15,  ’16,  ’17. 
Secretary  of  Garrick  Club,  ’17. 
Forum,  ’15,  ’16,  ’17. 

Secretary  of  Forum,  ’17. 

Debating  Team,  ’16,  ’17. 

Captain  of  Company  A,  First  Aid 
Volunteers,  ’17. 

Literary  Editor,  1917  “Deerfield.” 
“Mrs.  Stevens.”  “The  R.  B.  C. 

Club  and  the  Society  Reporter.” 
“Mrs.  Fallon.”  “Spreading  the 

News.” 

Senior  Ring  Committee,  ’17. 

“Hear  and  believe;  thine  own 
importance  know.” 


RODNEY  STARKWEATHER 
MASON 

“Mason.” 

Vice-President  Sophomore  Class. 
Councilor,  ’16,  T7. 

Cheer  Leader,  T6,  ’17. 

Manager  of  Basket  Ball  Team,  TV. 
Second  Sergeant,  Company  B,  Ca¬ 
det  Corps,  T7. 

“Sleep,  that  knits  up  the  rav¬ 
eled  sleeve  of  care.” 


DOROTHY  WICKHAM  BAKER 

“Dot.” 

Forum,  T4,  T5,  T6,  T7. 

Garrick  Club,  T4,  T5,  T6,  'll. 

Le  Cercle  Francais,  T4,  T5,  'll. 
Senior  Play,  T6. 

Sophomore  Dance  Committee,  T5. 
Chairman  Belgian  Relief  Bazaar 
Committee,  T7. 

Glee  Club,  T5,  'll. 

“She  turns,  on  charitable 
thoughts  intent.” 


SEWARD  HENRY  BALDWIN 

“Baldy.” 

Junior  Party  Committee,  T6. 

Junior  Prom.  Committee,  T6. 
Football  Dance  Committee,  T5. 
Treasurer  Athletic  Association,  T6. 
Quartermaster  Sergeant,  Company 
B,  Cadet  Corps,  T6. 

Captain  of  Company  A,  Cadet 
Corps,  T7. 

Track  Team,  T5,  T6,  'll. 

Manager  Track  Team,  T6. 

President  Athletic  Association,  T7. 
Mandolin  Club,  T7. 

Councilor,  T6,  T7. 

Orchestra,  T5. 

“I  propose  to  get  into  Fortune’s 
way.” 


DOROTHY  ELIZABETH  BOWEN 

“Dot,”  “Dorothy." 

Entered  in  Sophomore  Year  from 
St.  Petersburg  High  School,  St. 
Petersburg,  Fla. 

Councilor,  T5,  T6,  T7. 

Associate  Editor  “Deerfield,”  1917. 
Glee  Club,  T5,  T7. 

First  Lieutenant,  First  Aid  Volun¬ 
teers,  T7. 

Le  Cercle  Francais,  T5,  ’ll. 
President  Le  Cercle  Francais,  T7. 
“Mrs.  Tully,”  “Spreading  the 
News,”  T7. 

“There  is  no  royal  road  to 
geometry.” 


HAROLD  PLAGGE 

“Ruth.” 

Track,  T5,  T6,  T7. 

Basketball,  T6,  T7. 

Councilor,  T7. 

“I  know  a  maiden  fair  to  see.” 


EDNA  GARLAND  VERCOE 

“Micky,”  “Edward,”  “Eddie.” 
Councilor,  T7. 

“And  duty  keeping  pace  with 
all.” 


LLOYD  LARSON 

“Swede.” 

Councilor,  T6,  T7. 

Baseball,  T6,  T7. 

“And  if  I  laugh  at  any  mortal 
thing, 

’Tis  that  I  may  not  weep.” 


MILDRED  ADELLA  ROGERS 

“Millie.” 

Entered  in  Senior  Year  from 
Nicholas  Senn  High  School,  Chi¬ 
cago,  Ill. 

Basketball  Team,  T7. 

Forum,  ’ll. 

“Juliet,”  “Romeo  and  Juliet.” 
“Those  dark  eyes — so  dark,  so 
deep.” 
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The  Class  of  1917 — Continued 


RUTH  DE  ANGUERA 

“Ruth.” 

Glee  Club,  ’14,  ’15. 

Ue  Cercle  Francais,  ’14,  ’15. 
Sophomore  Dance  Committee,  ’15. 
Junior  Prom.  Committee,  ’16. 

Senior  Play,  ’16. 

“But  to  see  her  is  to  love  her.” 


PAUL  CARLSON 

“ Stretch ” 

Baseball  Team,  ’15,  ’16,  ’17. 
Manager  Baseball  Team,  ’16. 
Captain  Baseball  Team,  T7. 
Basketball  Team,  T5,  T6,  T7. 
Basketball,  T6,  T7. 

Captain  Basketball  Team,  T7. 
Councilor,  T6,  T7. 

Chief  Councilor,  T7. 

Senior  Ring  Committee. 
Football  Team,  ’16,  T7. 

“Thou  wouldst  he  great. 

Art  not  without  ambition.” 


HELEN  ELIZABETH  SCHOLZ 

“Skolie,”  “Woof.” 

Glee  Club,  T4,  T5,  T6,  T7. 

Garrick  Club,  T5,  T6,  'll. 

Forum,  ’15,  T6,  T7. 

Deutscher  Klub,  T5. 

Basketball  Team,  ’ll. 

Councilor,  ’ll. 

Sophomore  Dance  Committee,  T5. 
Pinafore,  T4. 

“I  find  that  nonsense  is  singu¬ 
larly  refreshing.” 


HAROLD  GORDON 

“Sonny.” 

Football,  T5,  ’16,  ’17. 

Basketball,  T6,  T7. 

Baseball,  ’ll. 

Captain  Lightweight  Basketball,  '17. 
Councilor,  T6,  ’17. 

Chief  Councilor,  ’ll. 

Senior  Pin  Committee. 

Color  Sergeant,  Cadet  Corps,  ’ll. 

“The  self-same  voice  that  in 
ages  of  old 

Startled  the  great  Roman  sen¬ 
ate.” 


FLORENCE  ANNA  SCHREIBER 

“Flo,”  “Fliss,”  “Flossie.” 

Glee  Club,  ’14,  T5. 

Garrick  Club,  T4,  ’15,  T6,  ’ll. 
Deutscher  Klub,  ’ll. 

Art  Editor  “Deerfield,”  1917. 

“What  an  artist  the  world  has 
in  thee !” 


WALTER  ALEXANDER  ALLAN 

“Alexander.” 

Councilor,  'll. 

“Things  are  not  what  they 
seem.” 


KATHERINE  WINTERS 

“Katrinka,”  “Kay.” 
Entered  in  Senior  Year  from  New 
Trier  High  School,  Kenilworth,  Ill. 
Le  Cercle  Francais,  '17. 

Forum,  ’ll. 

Garrick  Club,  ’ll. 

Basketball  Team,  ’ll. 

Mandolin  Club,  ’17. 

“ Her  joys  are  many,  her  sor¬ 
rows  few.” 


E.  MORRILL  CODY 

“Cody.” 

Entered  in  Senior  Year  from  the 
Interlaken  School,  Rolling  Prairie, 
Indiana. 

Councilor,  ’ll. 

Editor-in-Chief,  “Deerfield,”  1917. 

Garrick  Club,  ’ll. 

Football,  ’17. 

Le  Cercle  Francais,  ’ll. 

“ You  are  an  elegant  scholar, 
having  the  graces  of  speech 
and  skill  in  the  turning  of 
phrases.” 


ELLEN  AMELIA  KNOX 

“El,”  “Len.” 

Glee  Club,  T4,  T5. 

Pianofore,  T4. 

Deutscher  Klub,  T5. 

“Hazel,”  “The  R.  B.  C.  Club  and 
the  Society  Reporter.” 

Councilor,  T6,  ’ll. 

Garrick  Club,  T6,  ’ll. 

Forum,  T6,  ’17. 

Baske.ball  Team,  'll. 

Alternate  Debating  Team,  ’ll. 

“She  speaks,  behaves,  and  acts 
just  as  she  ought.” 
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The  Class  of  1917 — Continued 


MARGARET  MERRYWEATHER 

“Margaret." 

Freshman  Editor,  “Deerfield,”  ’14. 
Garrick  Club,  ’16,  ’17. 

Forum,  ’16,  ’16. 

Le  Cercle  Francais,  ’15,  ’17. 
Vice-President  Le  Cercle  Francais, 
’17. 

“She  moves  a  goddess  and  she 
looks  a  queen." 


FREDERICK  HINE 

“Fritz." 

Garrick  Club,  ’16,  ’17. 

First  Lieutenant,  Company  B,  Ca¬ 
det  Corps,  ’16. 

Captain,  Company  B,  Cadet  Corps, 
’17. 

Baseball,  ’17. 

“Once  a  gentleman,  always  a 
gentleman." 


HELENA  MARIE  GREEN 

“H’lena." 

Le  Cercle  Francais,  *15,  ’17. 
Deutscher  Klub,  ’16,  '17. 

Councilor,  ’17. 

“Slight  is  the  subject,  hut  not  so 
the  praise." 


RALPH  HUNT 

“Mike."  “Hunt." 

Football,  ’16,  ’17. 

Basketball,  ’16,  ’17. 

Baseball,  ’16,  ’16,  ’17. 

Tennis  Team,  ’14,  ’15,  ’16. 

Tennis  Champion,  ’15,  ’16. 
Councilor,  ’17. 

“O  my  country,  how  I  love  my 
country." 


GLADYS  MARIE  SPELLMAN 

“ Gladdy ,"  “Gladbird." 
Pinafore,  ’14. 

Glee  Club,  ’14. 

Garrick  Club,  ’16,  ’17. 

Forum,  ’17. 

Le  Cercle  Francais,  ’16,  ’17. 

Senior  Athletic  Association  Rep¬ 
resentative. 

Councilor,  ’17. 

“Youth  in  her  a  home  will  find. 
Where  he  may  dwell  eternally." 


ESTHER  CONWAY 

“Es." 

Glee  Club,  ’13,  ’14. 

Councilor,  '17. 

Garrick  Club,  ’17. 

Forum,  ’16. 

Junior  Prom.  Decorating  Commit¬ 
tee,  ’16. 

Captain  Basketball  Team,  ’17. 
Vice-President  Athletic  Association, 
'17. 

“She  findeth  relief  from  study 
in  much  mischief." 


ELLA  SCHAFFER 

“J  ane." 

Deutscher  Klub,  ’14. 

Garrick  Club,  ’14,  ’15,  ’16. 

Forum,  ’17. 

Glee  Club,  ’14,  ’15,  ’16. 

“Great  feelings  hath  she  of  her 
own 

Which  lesser  souls  may  never 
know." 


RAYMOND  RUSSELL 

Football,  ’16,  ’17. 

First  Lieutenant,  Company  B,  Ca¬ 
det  Corps,  ’17. 

“There  may  be  better  fellows, 
but  they’ve  not  been  dis¬ 
covered  yet." 


ALICE  AMELIA  SHREVE 

“Ally,"  “Tally." 
Basketball  Team,  ’16,  ’17. 

Councilor,  ’17. 

Garrick  Club,  ’17. 

Vice-President  Garrick  Club,  ’17. 
Forum,  ’17. 

Second  Lieutenant,  Company  A, 
First  Aid  Volunteers,  ’17. 
Deutscher  Klub,  ’17. 

“Katharine,”  in  “Katharine  Parr.” 
Juliet’s  Nurse  in  “Romeo  and 
Juliet.” 

“She  smiles,  and  all  the  world  is 
gay." 
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The  Class  of  1917' — Continued 


ANNA  HARRIET  RINGDAHL 

“Nan.” 

Le  Cercle  Francais,  ’15. 

“A  fine,  rich  nature,  free  to 
trust.” 


WALTER  HERMAN  NITSCHKE 

Deutscher  Klub,  ’14,  ’15,  ’17. 
“Jerry,”  “The  Tale  of  Two  Cities.” 
Garrick  Club,  T6,  ’17. 

“A  mighty  maze,  but  not  with¬ 
out  a  plan.” 


KATHARINE  MARIE  GIESER 
THOMAS  BERMINGHAM  “Katharine.” 

“Tom.”  Glee  Club,  T4,  T5,  ’16. 

“I  would  the  gods  had  made  Deutscher  Klub,  T5,  ’17. 

thee  poetical.”  “Thou  art  good ;  thou  hast  thine 

own  beauty.” 


OLGA  BENSON 

“Olga.” 

Entered  Sophomore  Year  from 
Holton  H.  S.,  Holton,  Michigan. 
Deutscher  Klub,  T7. 

“White  her  brow — 

Coy  her  eye.” 


OLIVE  HAVILAND 

“Olive.” 

Le  Cercle  Francais,  ’17. 

Deutscher  Klub,  ’17. 

“A  link  of  gold  in  the  chain  of 
life.” 


RHODA  COFFIN  COLLINS 

“Rhoda." 

Entered  in  Senior  Year  from  Mary 
A.  Burnham’s  School,  Northamp¬ 
ton,  Mass. 

“Like — but  oh  how  different !” 


WILLIAM  NORTH 

“Bill.” 

Deutscher  Klub,  ’17. 

“Shocks  of  yellow  hair  like  the 
silken  floss  of  the  maize.” 


CAROLINE  SCHULZ 

“Caroline.” 

Entered  in  Senior  Year  from  Wau¬ 
kegan  High  School. 

“For  truth  has  such  a  face  and 
such  a  mien 

As  to  be  loved  needs  only  to  be 
seen.” 
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The  Class  of  1917 — Continued 


HENRIETTA  MAY  LAING 

“Henry’’  “Hen,”  “Henny.” 
Basketball  Team,  ’16,  '17. 

Garrick  Club,  ’16,  ’17. 

Deutscher  Klub,  ’17. 

“The  secret  of  success  is  con¬ 
stancy  of  purpose.” 


LEONARD  FRIEBELE 

Baseball  Team,  ’16,  '17. 

Orchestra,  ’14,  ’15,  ’16,  ’17. 

Band,  ’16,  ’17. 

“The  world  is  all  before  me.” 


ELSIE  ANNA  WEINACHT 

“Elsie.” 

German  Club,  ’17. 

Glee  Club,  ’16. 

Sophomore  Party  Committee,  ’15. 

“Nothing  is  denied  to  well  di¬ 
rected  labor.” 


VINCENT  DAWSON 

•  Deeds  are  better  things  than 
words  are. 

Actions  mightier  than  boasting.” 


RUTH  ESTHER  FRANK 

“Rufus.” 

Entered  in  Senior  Year  from 
Evanston  High  School,  Evanston, 
Ill. 

Le  Cercle  Francais,  ’17. 

“Impulsive,  earnest,  prompt  to 
act.” 


HAZEL  NELSON 

Entered  in  Senior  Year  from  Engle¬ 
wood  High  School,  Chicago,  Ill. 

••Modest  and  shy  as  a  nun  is 
she.” 


EDWARD  HISCOX 

“Duke.” 

“ The  style  is  the  man  himself.” 


KATHRYN  MADELINE  MARETH 

“Katie,”  “Kay.” 
Entered  in  Senior  Year  from  Gray’s 
Lake  High  School. 

“A  lily  fair  which  Heav’n  did 
bless.” 


GERTRUDE  ELIZABETH  GROST 

“Gert.” 

Baseball  Team,  ’15. 

Freshman  Party  Committee,  ’15. 
Deutscher  Klub,  '17. 

“Active  doer,  strong  to  labor, 
sure  to  conquer.” 
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The  Class  of  1917 — Continued 


HAZEL  CATHERINE  NOLAN 

“Haz"  “Hay." 

Deutscher  Klub,  ’15,  ’17. 

Glee  Club,  ’14. 

“The  best  prophet  of  the  future 
is  her  past." 


ETHEL  LILLIAN  KIEST 

“Snooks."  “Ethel." 

Entered  in  Junior  Year  from  Lewis 
Institute. 

Councilor,  ’17. 

“She  opened  her  mouth  with 
great  wisdom." 


EMMA  FRANCES  BURRIDGE 

“Emma." 

Glee  Club,  '14,  ’15,  ’16, 

Pinafore,  ’14. 

“She  is  a  comic  little  maid. 

With  fair  blue  eyes  and  pleas¬ 
ant  face." 


HERMAN  ENGLEBRECHT 

“Opie." 

Entered  in  Senior  Year  from  Lib- 
ertyville  High  School,  Liberty- 
ville.  Ill. 

Councilor,  ’17. 

Basketball  Team,  ’17. 

Football,  ’17. 

“Stands  like  a  man  who  fain 
would  speak 

But  findeth  no  language." 


DEWEY  RADKE 

“Radke." 

“Of  studie  took  he  most  cure 
and  most  hede." 


GRACE  ELIZABETH  DEAN 

“Little  Jane." 

Basketball  Team,  ’17. 

Le  Cercle  Francais,  ’17. 

Deutscher  Klub,  ’17. 

“She  has  learning  enough  to 
give  dignity  to  a  bishop." 


ELFRIEDA  GRACE  KNAAK 

“Elfrieda." 

The  Reporter  in  “The  R.  B.  C. 

Club  and  the  Society  Reporter.” 
Garrick  Club,  15,  ’16,  ’17. 

“A  Christmas  Chime” — The  Land¬ 
lady. 

Basketball  Team,  T6,  17. 

Lake  Forest  Oratory  Contest  (third 
place),  ’17. 

“Favors  to  none,  to  all  she  smiles 
extends." 


WALTER  HENDERSON 

“Henry,"  “Daisy,"  “Speed." 

Football,  T6. 

Basketball,  T6,  ’17. 

Councilor,  ’17. 

“A  prompt,  decisive  man." 


PAUL  ROUSE 

“Rouse." 

Football  Team,  T4,  T5. 

Glee  Club,  T6. 

Class  Athletic  Representative,  T5. 
Councilor,  T6,  T7. 

“  ’ Twas  for  the  good  of  his 
country  that  he  should  be 
abroad." 


NOTE! — Unfortunately  we  did  not  receive  photographs  of  Edward  Gipp  and  Theodore  Johnson,  who 
left  in  February. 
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THE  CLASS  OF  1917 

The  events  of  the  first  two  years  of  our  life  at  Deerfield  have,  been  ably 
recorded  in  the  third  and  fourth  issues  of  the  “Deerfield.’’  It  now  remains 
for  me  to  tell  only  of  our  Junior  and  Senior  years. 

The  class  has  decreased  considerably  in  quantity,  but  the  quality  remains 
unchanged,  and  the  interests  and  achievements  of  T 7  have  been  many. 

During  our  Junior  and  Senior  years,  T 7  was  ably  represented  in  football, 
Harold  Gordon,  Paul  Carlson,  Joe  Lindenmeyer  and  John  Bell  being  star  players, 
and  winning  more  than  one  victory  for  Deerfield.  We  excelled  in  basketball,  the 
majority  of  the  members  of  the  team  being  Seniors  and  receiving  D’s,  and  Joe 
Lindenmeyer  has  shown  his  exceptional  ability  as  pitcher  on  our  baseball  teams, 
along  with  other  very  good  T 7  players.  Tennis  and  track  were  also  among  the 
interests  of  the  class,  Ralph  Hunt  winning  honors  both  this  year  and  last,  in  the 
former,  and  Harold  Plagge  carrying  off  four  medals  in  the  latter. 

Two  military  and  two  first  aid  companies  have  been  organized  in  the  school, 
and  the  majority  of  the  Seniors  belong  to  one  or  the  other  of  these  companies, 
many  of  them  being  officers,  because  of  their  ability  and  characteristic  leader¬ 
ship.  This  is  further  shown  by  the  very  able  administrations  of  our  three  chief 
councillors — Paul  Carlson,  Leland  Smith  and  Harold  Gordon. 

There  are  not  only  athletic  and  patriotic  people  in  the  class,  for  many  are 
musically  and  dramatically  inclined.  There  are  Seniors  in  the  chorus  and  band, 
Hertha  Wyman  is  a  member  of  the  orchestra,  and  the  class  is  represented  in  both 
Garrick  and  Forum  clubs.  Rachel  Hecketsweiler,  of  the  class  of  G 7,  made 
defeat  of  the  debating  team,  which  went  to  Waukegan  in  the  interscholastic  de¬ 
bates,  impossible. 

The  social  functions  given  by  the  class  have  not  been  numerous,  but  those 
we  have  had  were  characteristic  of  our  class,  the  Junior  Prom  being  an  immense 
success. 

And  now  we  are  looking  forward  to  our  graduation  day.  But  when  we 
graduate,  all  of  our  number  will  not  be  there,  for  we  have  lost  two  of  our  most 
eminent  classmates.  Leland  Smith,  class  president  and  chief  councilor,  and 
Ralph  Hunt,  both  leaders  in  the  school  and  class,  have  felt  the  patriotic  necessity 
of  serving  their  country  and  will  not  finish  their  senior  year  with  us. 

We  leave  Deerfield,  regretting  that  our  four  years  of  happy  school  life  are 
over,  yet  rejoicing  in  the  fact  that  we  will  have  greater  possibilities  in  the  future. 

Elizabeth  Reichelt,  ’17. 


OLD  SONGS  BY  NEW  COMPOSERS. 


My  Little  Girl  ...... 

Along  Came  Ruth  ...... 

My  Honolulu  Girl  ..... 

Eve  Been  Floating  Down  the  Old  Green  Rive 
Chinatown,  My  Chinatown  .... 

I  Love  the  Ladies  ...... 

Swedish  Polka . 

Trail  of  the  Lonesome  Pine 

In  My  Harem  ...... 

Wake  Up,  America . 

Pullman  Porters  on  Parade  .... 

My  Soldier  Boy  ...... 

I  Love  the  Cows  and  Chickens  . 


Paul  Carlson. 

Harold  Plagge. 

Duke  Hiscox. 

Leland  Smith. 

Evy  Foote  and  Margaret  Merry- 
weather  (jointly). 

Mr.  Ball. 

Swede  Larson. 

Anyone  who  lives  in  Area. 

The  list  of  names  may  be  had  in  a 
separate  volume  Price  10c. 
Loudmouth  Gordon. 

Chicken  Joe. 

Girls  of  the  Senior  Class 
Boys  of  the  Senior  Class. 
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New  York,  April  10,  1927. 

Dear  Al:  Say  al  I  struck  this  here  cussed  over-growed  town  last  Wed.  and  say  al 
I  sure  was  some  lonesome.  I  ain’t  never  been  no  further  east  than  the  Boul.  Mich,  ’y 
knows  and  I  got  a  hunch  back  there  that,  gee  that  was  the  biggest  town  there  was. 
But  as  I  was  sayin  for  awhile  I  was  darn  lonesome  in  this  here  little  ole  N’york 
and  then  what  d’y  suppose  happened?  Why  you  poor  stiff  al  I  bought  a  paper  from 
one  of  these  blame  little  newsies  that  yells  “papoes”  sted  o  good  old  anckle  sox 
on  extree.  You  know  me  al  you  know  I  always  kinda  like  that  there  society  slush 
dope  that  them  there  women  write  up  to  illystrate  their  photygraphs  with,  so  after  I 
got  done  readin  about  that  there  Raymond  Essences  of  the  Great  War  Stuff  and  How 
I  Made  My  Patriotic  Garden  Grow,  I  turned  over  to  the  Fancy  Face  Stuff  and  al  what 
you  think  I  saw.  Gee  al  the  picture  of  a  swell  lookin  dame.  I  never  saw  none  that 
could  com-pare  with  her  ceptin  two  and  they  was  both  on  a  car  ad  back  in  the  Windy 
City. 

Well  below  this  here  swell  picter  it  says  “Madame  Dorothea  Bowen,  mezzer 
soprany  is  singin  the  leadin  role  in  a  great  opryetic  success.  It  then  went  on  to  expiate 
what  a  swell  singer  this  here  madame  was  an  how  this  here  show  had  run  a  hundred 
nights  in  London  and  as  how  this  was  its  first  night  a-trottin  in  this  here  town. 

So  I  says  I  got  to  go  to  that  sure  for  didn’t  this  here  madame  graduate  way  back 

in  1917  from  good  ole  Highland  Park  jest  like  I  did.  So  al  I  put  on  my  evenin  duds 

(you  know  al  I  got  some  when  we  was  gradyated  and  theys  jest  as  good  as  new)  and 
went  to  a  floor-ists  and  bought  about  a  peck  o  these  here  spicy  smellin  flowers  called 
by  the  name  of — you  know  al — yah  thats  it,  coronations.  Then  I  went  out  onto  the 
sidewalk  and  haled  a  taxi-cab  and  says  Here,  Cabby  take  me  to  the  Blackstone  The¬ 
ater.  You  don’t  mean  the  Blackstone  you  mean  the  Belasco  says  that  guy  in  a  tone 
of  voice  that  I  kinda  re-membered.  I  looked  at  him  sharp  and  says  “Well,  well 

Frieda  old  boy  how  are  you  anyhow.  For  sure  enough  that’s  who  it  was — Frederick 

Spencer  a  drivin  a  taxi-cab  in  lil  ole  N’york.  I  was  mighty  glad  to  see  him  but  I  was 
kind  a  peeved  about  his  showin  off  about  that  there  theater.  But  I  didn’t  show  it  none 
and  talked  to  him  real  chummy  al,  and  ast  him  how  was  all  the  rest  of  the  good  ole 
fellers  and  girls  and  what  did  he  hear  from  em.  Well  he  told  me  a  lot  of  stuff  about 
how  a  bunch  of  ole  seventeeners  was  all  here  in  N.  Y.  tonight  to  greet  this  here 
madame  what  we  ust  to  call  just  plain  Dorothy,  on  what  he  called  her  debut  in 
America.  I  told  him  he  was  nutty  he  thought  he  was  kind  a  smart  but  I  know  that 
Dotty  Bowen  made  her  debut  a  singin’  way  back  in  High  School  days. 

Well  after  a  while  we  got  to  the  the-ater  and  gee  al  you  oughter  seen  the  crowd. 
I  didn’t  have  a  very  good  seat  but  gee  I  could  hear  the  music  swell.  I  was  agoin  to 
give  all  o  them  flowers  to  the  leadin  Role  al,  but  in  that  there  play  they  had  one  o 
these  ballet  dancers  give  a  solo  performance  and  say  al  she  was  a  peach.  So  I  threw 
part  of  the  flowers  at  her.  I  sat  so  far  back  they  didn’t  reach  her  but  a  couple  of  guys 
that  sat  in  a  front  seat  picked  em  up  and  tossed  em  to  her  and  she  caught  them  posies 
jest  as  purty  as  you  please.  I  found  out  afterward  from  the  program  that  she  was  one 
of  the  old  girls  too — Dorothy  Baker  and  she  always  was  a  swell  dancer  too  al.  The 
guys  that  throwed  her  my  flowers  looked  kind  a  familiar  somehow — they  had  swell 
dress  uniforms  on  and  looked  like  they  was  ginerals  or  senators  or  sumthin.  I  found 
out  after  the  show  that  they  was  some  more  of  us  seventeeners  that  had  come  in  to 
see  the  Dorothy’s  perform — Field-Marshal  Ralph  Hunt  and  General  Lee  Smith  awful 
brave  guys  both  of  em. 

Say  al  I  thought  I  seen  some  awful  pretty  girls  fore  I  went  to  that  show  and  saw 
them  leadin  ladies  and  the  rest  of  the  old  girls,  but  when  I  seen  them  I  just  says  to 
myself  Say  boy  you  ain’t  see  a  good  lookin  girl  since  you  left  high  school.  For  gee  al 
about  the  first  people  I  saw  in  that  the-ater  was  a  couple  them  swell  good  old  seven¬ 
teen  co-eds,  Ruth  de  Anguera  and  Katharine  Winters — both  of  em  are  big  society 
women  now  and  awful  much  sought  after.  I  was  scared  pretty  much  when  I  was 
introdooced  to  em  after  the  show  so  I  didn’t  get  on  to  what  there  new  names  was  but 
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al  if  you  watch  the  society  stuff  in  the  papers  you  cant  miss  seein  there  photygraphs 
for  given  some  swell  pink  teas  and  sich. 

Well  al,  you  know  just  like  Frieda  told  me  there  was  a  whole  bunch  of  seven- 
teeners  in  this  here  town  from  all  over  the  country  to  see  this  here  show  and  they 
all  come  around  after  the  show  and  says  wouldn’t  I  honor  em  with  my  presence  for 
an  after  the-ater  dinner  party.  Course  I  says  sure  and  I  went  along  of  em  al  and  say 
but  I  sure  had  a  swell  time.  All  the  old  fellers  is  adoin  sumthin  big — you  re-member 
Swede  Larson  and  how  he  went  out  to  Mont,  to  do  patryotic  farmin.  Well  al  you 
know  hes  got  a  swell  big  ranch  out  there  and  is  congressman  from  his  section  to 
Wash,  some  of  the  time.  And  that  there  blame  little  guy  Rodney  Mason  he’s  got  a 
swell  farm  on  the  Hudson  or  in  the  Green  Mountains,  some  place  here  west  of  the 
Allygaines  and  him  and  Swede  and  me  was  just  agettin  into  a  pretty  good  deep  argu¬ 
ment  bout  what  was  the  best  farmin  grounds  when  the  proprieter  at  this  here  cafe 
where  we  was  a  eatin  came  around  and  interrupted  us  to  ask  what  would  we  have  we 
give  one  look  at  him  an  then  we  jumped  bout  as  high  as  Liberty  Statue  and  just  yells 
Say  old  kid  how  are  you?  For  al  that  there  proprieter  was  ole  Tommy  Birmingham. 
He  was  dressed  awful  swell  just  like  usual  and  he  explained  as  how  he  was  a  doin  what 
is  known  as  aesthetic  managgin.  He  sure  did  it  swell,  al.  This  may  sound  pretty 
fishy  but  al  you  know  me — I  don’t  tell  no  lies  al. 

That  was  an  awful  swell  dinner  party  al — some  of  the  girls  were  fixed  up  so  grand 
I  was  kinda  feared  of  em  at  first  and  then  they  all  seemed  so  kinda  stuck  on  me  that 
I  just  sort  o  loosened  up  an  had  a  swell  time.  You  re-member  al  them  two  girls  that 
always  went  round  together  Mary  Lee  Whitman  an  Margret  Merryweather.  Them 
poetical  guys  ust  to  describe  em  as  bein  like  but  oh  how  different.  Well  al  what  you 
spose  there  adoin  now.  Why  that  there  little  Mary  Lee  had  her  name  on  the  sportin 
sheet  jest  a  few  days  ago — kinda  funny  I  missed  seein  it  before — for  being  the  world’s 
woman  Champ  in  the  Rackit  Game.  An  Margaret  Merryweather  is  a  posin  as  one 
o  these  here  artist’s  models — she  poses  specially  for  them  guys  what  makes  a  study  o 
queens  and  sich. 

Speaking  o  champs  I  was  sure  not  to  forget  to  tell  you  bout  Hertha  Wyman  and 
Rhoda  Collins  al — they  ast  bout  you.  Even  if  you  aren’t  no  good  old  seventeener.  And 
say  al  Hertha  sure  is  a  fine  musician — she  just  bout  got  that  there  Fritz  Kriezler  beat 
at  his  own  game  when  it  comes  to  fiddlin  and  Rhoda  if  she  aint  the  champ  cook  of 
her  county  al. 

Now  al  I  don’t  want  you  to  think  that  this  here  was  a  maiden  ladies  tea  or  a 
bachelors’  dinner  for  it  wasn’t  nohow.  There  was  an  awful  lot  of  newly  culminated 
Romances  a  hangin  about  and  some  of  them  wasn’t  finished  off  yet.  You  know  Esther 
Conway,  al.  Well  she  started  out  to  be  a  red  cross  nurse  but  an  army  surgean  lamped 
her  fore  she  had  time  to  tie  the  strings  of  her  apern  and  now  as  a  sort  of  side  issue 
she’s  a  doin  sociable  settlement  work  a  teachin  poor  unfortunates  how  to  play  real 
basketball.  And  then  al  there  was  Harold  Plagge — o’  course  I  always  knew  he  wouldn’t 
git  very  far  alone  and  sure  anuff  he  didn’t  neither.  So  the  poor  ole  chap  just  settled 
down  out  at  Deerfield  and  payed  carfare  to  that  there  burg  of  Schermerville  for  about 
five  years  and  thin  got  desperate  and  kidnapped  that  there  girl  of  hisn  like  them  old 
cave  guys  ust  to  do  al. 

Say  Al  you  know  Ellen  Knox?  Well  Al,  she  always  was  awful  smart  and  I  wasn’t 
a  bit  surprized  when  they  told  me  that  she  was  a  Doctor  now,  but  insted  o  practisin 
she  is  teachin  philosofy  or  suthin  at  that  girls  school  called  Brine  Maur. 

Let’s  see  al  who  else  was  at  that  reunion?  O  yeh,  there  was  that  Opie  Englebrecth. 
He’s  a  famous  chemist  now  becuz  he  discovered  how  to  make  that  there  hydrogen 
sulfide  that  we  used  to  dope  up  back  in  good  old  D.  S.  H.  S.  be  an  odorless  gas  ,sted 
of  an  awfully  smelly  one  like  it  used  to  be.  Say  al  I  pretty  near  forgot.  You  remem¬ 
ber  Old  Buafflo  Bill  that  died  bout  ten  years  ago?  Well  Morrill  Cody  was  some  rela¬ 
tion  o  hisn  and  what  you  think  he’s  doin?  He’s  making  scads  of  money,  a  lecturin  at 
Chautauquas  and  sich  places  bout  this  dead  ancestor  of  his.  An  say  al,  we’ve  .got  three 
movie  actresses  in  our  old  class — only  one  of  ’em’s  an  actor — Gladys  Spellman  and 
Elizabeth  Reichelt  are  the  girls.  I  bet  you  cant  guess  which  o  the  old  fellows  is  a 
movie  hero?  You  never  go  to  no  show  al,  else  you’d  know.  It’s  Jack  Bell  o  course. 

And  Ella  Schaffer  she  is  the  Editor  of  the  Mans  Page  in  the  Ladies  Home  Journal 
— its  an  awful  important  position  on  the  staff  of  the  magazine. 

An  I  must  tell  you,  al,  about  Flossie  Schreiber — you  know  she  was  deuced  artistic 
anyhow  al,  and  if  she  aint  a  real  sure  enough  artist  now  with  a  studio  and  all. 

Harold  Gordon  is  another  one  of  the  big  fellers.  You  remember  the  voice  that 
guy  had  and  how  we  used  to  think  he’d  be  a  train  caller  over  at  the  I.  C.  depot,  but 
al,  he  didn’t  stop  at  no  such  little  dinky  thing.  He’s  something  entirely  new — he’s  a 
professional  rooter.  The  big  league  teams  pay  him  a  salary — a  great  big  one  too,  to 
go  around  to  the  big  games  and  start  off  the  rootin  and  to  be  sure  to  get  the  fans 
on  the  right  side — meanin  his  team’s  side. 

Say  al  you  remember  Emma  Burridge — well  al  she’s  a  poet.  She  writes  all  kinds 
of  pretty  poems.  I  can’t  remember  none  or  I’d  write  em  down  to  you. 

( Continued  on  page  26) 
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THE  CLASS  OF  1918 

On  September  14,  1915,  one  hundred  and  twenty  students  entered  the 
Deerfield  Shields  High  School  as  Freshmen.  The  first  year  passed  unevent¬ 
fully.  The  final  week  drew  near  and  midnight  oil  was  at  a  premium.  Final 
examination  days  came  and  went,  capturing  a  few  victims,  for  only  104  came 
back  the  next  year. 

After  idling  or  working  away  our  summer  vacation  we  came  back  and  were 
then  known  as  Sophomores.  Again  we  came  in  conflict  with  examinations,  but 
a  large  majority  conquered  them. 

After  the  summer  vacation  we  came  back  to  work  with  somewhat  swelled 
heads,  for  we  were  now  Juniors,  which  is  the  next  best  thing  to  being  Seniors. 
This  is  our  banner  year.  We  are  well  represented  in  every  phase  of  school  life. 

In  sports  we  began  the  year  with  football,  and  Elmer  Wallace  was  one  of 
the  ablest  men  on  the  team.  He  has  been  chosen  as  captain  for  next  year.  In 
basketball  Robert  Cowie  and  Junior  Schumacher  were  on  the  regular  team.  The 
Junior  girls  are  not  behind  in  athletics  either,  for  they  defeated  the  Freshies, 
Sophs  and  Seniors  in  basketball,  which  made  them  champions  of  the  school.  It 
is  too  early  to  tell  of  the  feats  of  Juniors  in  track  and  baseball,  but  we  know 
that  we  will  not  be  disappointed  in  them. 

The  Juniors  are  well  represented  in  Garrick  and  Forum.  The  president  of 
each  organization  is  a  Junior.  In  the  debates  with  Waukegan,  five  members  on 
the  team  (of  six)  were  Juniors.  The  fact  that  both  decisions  were  unanimous 
in  our  favor  shows  that  the  Juniors  have  accomplished  great  things  in  a  literary 
way. 

We  have  Juniors  in  the  Orchestra,  in  the  Chorus,  in  the  Military  and  First 
Aid  companies  and  on  the  Councilor  Board.  In  short, 

“Juniors,  Juniors  everywhere 
And  all  the  finest  ever.” 

Last  but  not  least  is  the  Junior  Prom.  Whoever  heard  of  a  Junior  class 
without  associating  a  “Prom”  with  it?  This  was  held  on  April  14  in  the  boys’ 
gym,  which  had  been  gorgeously  decorated.  The  affair  was  a  tremendous 
success. 

At  one  of  our  class  meetings  Mr.  Sandwick  said  that  he  expected  great 
things  from  us  as  Seniors  next  year  and  wre  feel  sure  that  he  will  not  be  dis¬ 
appointed. 

Ruth  Helen  Glos,  T8. 
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PROPHECY  {Continued  from  page  22) 

Say  al  you  remember  that  there  Carckie  &  Schofield  as  all  the  girls  ust  to  call 
her.  She  ust  to  spend  her  spare  time  a  knittin  sponges  for  the  soldiers — gee  al  it 
ust  to  make  me  want  to  enlist  awful  bad.  Well  al  if  she  ain’t  doin  the  same  thing 
yet.  She’s  the  President  of  some  big  charity  organization  here  in  this  burg  and  gets 
all  kinds  o  notice  taken  of  her  in  the  papers,  atellin  how  shes  a  upliftin  humanity 
and  sich  like. 

Edna  Vercoe  is  swell  landscape  gardner — I  seen  some  of  the  swell  places  she 
designed  you  oughta  see  em  al — they  was  great.  An  Kelly  you  member  him — Ray 
Russell  I  mean  he  is  a  architect  and  builds  the  swell  houses  and  garages  for  the  swell 
places  such  as  Edna  designs. 

Seward  Baldwin  has  got  famous  as  a  champ  teazer  on  the  mandylyn — he  is  in¬ 
structs  others  in  the  art  he  told  me — some  o  the  swellest  people  in  N’York  come  to 
him  to  learn. 

Henrietta  Laing — thet  awful  smart  girl,  well  if  she  ain’t  doin  “special  research 
work”  (she  said  that  to  me)  in  chemistry  al,  I  felt  like  a  Lincoln  Penny,  for  say  al, 

I  was  an  awful  dunce  in  chemistry.  I  haven’t  never  told  nobody  &  I  dont  guess 
nobody  knew  it.  It  made  me  feel  pretty  bad  to  think  of  a  girl  doin  such  a  thing  as 
“special  research  work”  in  chem. 

There  was  some  more  of  us  what’s  teachers  now  at  that  Party — oh  ya,  al,  Grace 
Dean’s  a  swimmin  teacher  at  that  there  Waukegan  H.  S.  I  was  kinda  sprized  that 
shed  do  it  al  but  it  seems  they  haint  got  no  such  good  swimmers  as  Grace  up  there 
and  they  ast  her  wouldn’t  she  please  &  they  said  theyd  pay  her  a  lot  &  so  she  said 
for  humanitarian  reasons  she  consented  to  go.  Katherine  Giezer  is  a  teachin  of 
geometry  and  algebry  back  in  old  D.  S.  H.  S.  itself  an  I  bet  she  kin  remember  all 
them  old  triangles  &  sich  that  we  drawed  on  Zack’s  board  way  back  in  ’17  . 

Now  al  you  know  me  al  and  you  needn’t  think  I’m  atellin  of  any  lies — for  I  ast 
all  these  people  what  they  was  adoin  and  they  told  me  &  when  I  ast  Duke  Hiscox 
what  you  spose  the  old  scout  says.  Why  al,  he  put  up  to  his  lef  eye  one  these 
here  one-eye  glasses  and  says  “Ah  yes,  indeed,  I’m  conductin  a  dancing  academy.” 
Gee  al,  aint  you  sprized — I  aint  got  over  it  yit. 

Helen  Scholz  is  a  awful  big  person  al — she’s  the  first  woman  mayor  her  town 
ever  had.  I  forget  the  name  of  the  town  what  she  has  moved  too,  if  I  remember 
it  I’ll  put  it  in  at  the  end. 

Gordon  Buchanan — you  remember  how  he  uster  climb  them  ropes,  al  well  hes  a 
sure  nuf  sailor  now — I  always  knew  hed  be  a  reglar  old  tar  when  he  grew  up.  Fred 
Hine  entered  the  navy  along  with  Bunny  and  they  both  have  riz  up  high,  they  are 
these  here  first  mates  on  a  battle  ship. 

Gertrude  Grost  and  Elsie  Weinacht  run  one  o  these  here  big  dairy  lunch  places 
in  Boston  and  Bernice  Tucker  is  managin  of  a  tea  Room  in  New  York.  Olive 
Haviland  is  head  Librarian  at  the  Chicago  Public  Library  and  Alice  Shreve  is  the 
soul  proprietor  an  edytor  &  Lout  everything  else  she  tole  me  of  a  awful  thrifty  news¬ 
paper  out  in  Wallace  Iowa.  You  member  the  Hazels  don’t  you — one  was  Nolan  and 
the  other  Nelson.  Well  al  what  you  think  they  did  after  they  left  D  S  H  S.  They 
went  and  formed  a  partnership  and  started  up  one  of  these  swell  hat  stores  on  fifth 
Avenue  N’York.  They  call  it  the  Hazel  Hat  Wholesale  House — ain’t  that  niffty? 
Leonard  Friebele  is  a  cartoonist  for  the  New  York  Times — some  people  say  his  pic¬ 
tures  ain’t  deep,  but  they’re  awful  funny  everybody  says. 

Now  al  these  here  was  all  the  people  at  that  there  dinner  party,  but  I  got  so 
interested  in  findin  out  what  everybody  was  adoin  so  I  jest  kep  on  &  found  out  bout 
the  rest  o  the  class  from  some  of  the  others  that  was  at  the  Party. 

Swede  he  got  the  farmers  of  the  class  all  located  swell  for  me.  Paul  Rouse  & 

Vincent  Dawson  are  aworkin  big  dairy  farms  near  where  they  always  lived — they  buy 
fancy  cows  and  have  fancy  milk  bottles  and  charge  about  15c  a  quart  and  are  makin 
more  money  than  the  dickens.  Dewey  Radke  is  also  afarmin  on  the  ole  home  place, 
but  he  stops  every  once  in  a  while  to  brush  up  on  some  History  or  other — he  always  did 
have  a  queer  quirk  in  his  brain  over  that  there  stuff — new  more  bout  it  than  anybody 
else  I  ever  see. 

You  know  al  before  I  came  to  this  here  burg  I  was  in  Chicago  for  a  while  and 
while  I  was  there  I  went  to  the  Hippydrome  to  a  show  one  night.  Gee  that  was  a 
swell  show  al..  I  meant  to  tell  ya  bout  it  before  but  I  got  started  about  N’York  &  I 
forgot  til  I  was  a  thinkin  of  the  rest  of  the  seventeeners.  You  remember  Walter 
Nitschke  and  Bill  North,  well  al,  they  are  actin  at  the  Hippydrome — they  do  it  swell 

to.  Bill  North  is  one  a  these  here  fellows  what  makes  all  kinds  of  songs  hits  right 

of  the  reel  al. 

Helena  Green  and  Elfrieda  Knaak,  I  found  out,  go  aroun  given  musicales  and 
sich  only  they  dont  sing  &  play.  Helena  dances  folk  dances — gee  but  she  uster  do 
that  swell — and  Elfrieda  reads  poems  and  acts  em  out — you  know  how  I  mean  al. 
You  member  that  there  Highland  Inn  back  in  good  old  H.  P.  Well  al  one  o  the 

{Continued  on  page  29) 
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THE  CLASS  OF  1919 


SOPHOMORE  CLASS  HISTORY 

Rah!  Rah!  Rah!  T9,  ’19,  ’19. 

We,  the  class  of  1919,  entered  our  Sophomore  year  feeling  about  three 
times  as  large  as  last  year.  Not  that  we  had  grown  so  much  in  stature,  but  that 
we  were  actually  Sophomores  and  not  Freshmen  any  more.  Soon  after  school 
started  our  lively  boys  began  to  think  of  repaying  the  injuries  and  insults  they 
had  been  subjected  to  as  Freshmen,  and  accomplished  their  “noble  ambition  suc¬ 
cessfully.” 

Not  long  after  entering  our1  second  year  in  D.  S.  H.  S.  we  held  a  class 
meeting  to  elect  officers.  The  results  of  the  election  were :  Clarihew  Morgan, 
president;  Irene  Attridge,  vice-president,  and  Hamilton  Davidson,  secretary  and 
treasurer. 

With  the  beginning  of  football  we  found  that  our  class  was  well  represented 
on  the  squad  by  Rosenhagen,  Holmes  and  McIntosh.  In  basketball  we  were 
represented  by  Therrian,  Mitchell,  Holmes,  Morgan  and  Bell.  The  track  and 
baseball  teams  also  showed  a  goodly  number  of  Sophomores,  Holmes  also  dis¬ 
tinguished  himself  by  winning  third  place  in  the  440-yard  dash  at  Evanston. 

The  various  other  school  activities — Chorus,  Garrick  Club,  Junior  Forum, 
First  Aid,  Military  Training,  Band,  Orchestra,  and  Mandolin  Club — showed 
that  the  Sophomores  did  not  lack  enthusiasm  and  school  spirit. 

The  Sophomore  girls  gave  their  customary  party  to  the  Freshmen  girls 
and  everyone  reported  a  good  time.  Instead  of  a  dance  or  party  we  decided  to 
be  original  and  have  a  beach  party. 

So  in  ending  our  Sophomore  year  we  feel  that  we  have  accomplished  enough 
in  the  past  two  years  to  enable  us  at  the  end  of  our  four  years  to  stand  forth 
and  receive  our  diplomas,  and  at  the  same  time  be  confident  that  we  have  earned 
them,  honestly  and  by  hard  work.  Violet  M.  Porteous,  T9. 

PROPHECY  (■ Continued,  from  page  26) 

old  girls  went  back  there  to  visit  bout  a  coupla  months  ago  and  gee  al  she  says  its 
a  great  big  place  now  and  when  she  was  there  there  was  a  big  commotion  in  the 
vestybule  and  every  body  turns  around  to  see  who  it  is  and  al  it  was  another  coupla 
seventeens — Mildred  Rogers  whose  awful  famous  for  piano-playin  at  concerts  and 
accompanyin  great  singers  and  Caroline  Schultz  who  is  a  great  civic  leader  al.  She’s 
reformed  all  the  movin-pictur  houses  and  had  people  clean  up  their  back  yards  an 
everythin  al. 

Ethel  Kiest  is  a  devotin  her  life  to  the  work  of  reformin  as  big  a  share  of  the 
wicked  world  as  is  any  how  possible — she  writ  that  in  a  letter  to  me,  al.  Just 
now  she  is  a  teachin  Kindergarten  and  is  awful  dignified  &  proper  ever’body  says. 
Katharyn  Mareth,  Olga  Benson  and  Ruth  Frank  was  all  so  darn  good-lookin  al  that 
they  didn’t  have  no  time  to  work  out  no  careers — they  just  naturally  got  gobbled  up 
by  some  of  the  good-lookin  prosperous  chaps  what  ust  to  hover  about  em  al. 

Say  al  what  you  spose  I  found  out  jist  lately.  That  there  company  Allen  &  Hen¬ 
derson  what  has  been  supplin  all  the  athletic  goods  for  all  the  big  teams  &  schools 
and  sich  is  made  up  of  two  old  seventeeners.  I  never  new  who  they  was  at  all  al  and 
there  was  our  old  friens  the  two  Walters.  I  was  awful  surprized. 

Say  al  that  there  old  star  of  ours — Carlson  sure  does  get  into  the  sportin  sheet 
alright.  Carlson  a  playin  on  a  big  league  team — all  of  em  abiddin  aginst  each  other 
for  him  &  him  a  gettin  sich  a  salary  like  Mary  Pickford  ust  to.  Ge  al  I  wisht  I  was 
him — think  of  the  fame  and  the  money  al! 

Gee  al  I  gues  I  told  you  about  everybody  now  ceptin  me  and  Anna  Ringdahl.  Well 
al  we  are  both  of  us  a  goin  to  be  missionaries.  Only  she  is  going  to  Africa  al  and 
I’m  agoin  to  Chiny. 

Chiny  for  me  evertime  al  where  a  man  can  raise  a  thirst — or  is  that  in  Indy  al? 
I  don’t  know  where  that  guy  Kiplin  was  a  talkin  about  when  he  said  that  al,  but  I 
know  I’m  agoin  to  Chiny  for  to  be  a  missionary.  So,  So  Long  Al. 

RACHEL  MARY  HECKETSWEILER,  T 7. 
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THE  CLASS  OF  1920 

The  class  of  1920  entered  the  halls  of  Deerfield  on  September  5,  1916.  When 
going  from  one  hall  to  another  we  freshies  gave  a  wide  berth  to  all  other  class- 
men.  But  why  did  we  give  the  other  classmen  such  a  wide  berth?  It  was  because 
we  feared  that  if  ever  in  their  clutches  it  would  be  “pig  row”  or  “blanket”  for  us. 
Either  of  which,  we  had  been  told,  is  a  terrible  torture.  What,  then,  was  our 
joy  when,  on  the  second  or  third  day,  in  a  general  assembly,  Mr.  Sandwick  said 
that  no  hazing  would  be  allowed.  But  did  this  delightful  news  revive  our 
courage?  No — far  from  it,  for  whenever  a  freshman  passed  an  upper  classman, 
he  still  kept  beyond  the  latter’s  reach.  Gradually,  however,  this  fear  left  us 
and  the  class  started  on  its  career. 

We  made  a  late  start  and  it  was  not  until  February  that  we  held  a 
meeting  for  the  purpose  of  electing  officers.  The  officers  elected  were :  Lucius 
Hine,  president;  Otho  Morgan,  vice-president;  Jack  Tuttle,  secretary,  and  Frances 
Holbrook,  treasurer. 

The  class  has  made  a  fairly  good  showing  in  athletics,  altho  none  of  our 
football  candidates  made  the  team.  Elisha  Stubbs  was  a  member  of  the  basket¬ 
ball  team,  but  the  best  showing  of  the  class  was  on  the  baseball  squad.  There 
Nils  Johnson  plays  first  base  plays  first  base  and  Ernest  Ritta  plays  in  the  out¬ 
field.  There  are  quite  a  few  freshmen  out  for  track,  but  so  far  their  ability  has 
not  been  tested.  Nevertheless  the  class  is  sure  that  when  the  test  comes  these 
candidates  will  uphold  the  honor  of  Deerfield. 

1920  has  many  representatives  in  both  the  Blue  Cross  and  Military  Corps, 
which  goes  to  show  that  we  have  patriotic  girls  and  boys.  As  the  Annual  goes 
to  press  there  are  five  members  on  the  crack  wall  scaling  squad,  of  whom  they 
are  justly  proud. 

The  Chorus  and  Junior  Forum  are  not  without  freshmen  members,  especially 
the  latter,  in  which  over  half  are  freshmen. 

With  such  a  start  the  class  of  1920  hopes  to  establish  records  which  will  not 
be  easily  equaled. 

Carl  Schaefer,  ’20. 


8:io  A.  M. 

“Oh — !  Here  I  am  at  last!  Honestly  I  didn’t  think  I  would  even  get  here  on  time, 
and  the  bell  hasn’t  rung  yet.  Getting  here  at  8:10  a.  m.  for  councilor  duty  is  no  joke  on 
Monday  morning.  You  know  how  it  is  when  you’re  in  a  hurry.  Everything  goes  wrong. 
I’ve  had  such  a  hard  time  this  morning.  In  the  first  place,  I  woke  up  just  in  time  to  hear 
the  clock  strike  7:15  a.  m.  Then  I  had  forgotten  I  was  on  duty,  and  it  didn’t  occur  to  me 
until  7:17,  when  I  jumped  out  of  bed  like  a  flash.  I  don’t  think  my  room  ever  looked  so 
bad  before.  Everything  was  in  just  the  wrong  place.  Even  after  I  struggled  with  it  for 
fully  three  minutes  it  looked  just  as  bad  as  before.  Then  I  broke  a  shoe  lace  right  in  half 
and,  of  course,  my  shoes  were  covered  with  mud  and  it  took  fully  five  minutes  to  make 
them  look  respectable.  My  hair  looked  worse  after  I  had  combed  it  than  it  had  before; 
so  I  had  to  do  it  over  again.  I  swallowed  my  breakfast  and  then  ran.  I  guess  I’d  gone 
about  three  blocks,  on  my  wheel,  when  I  discovered  that  I  didn’t  have  my  locker  key.  Back 
home  I  rode  and  after  a  vigorous  and  impatient  search,  found  it  reposing  peacefully  in  my 
coat  pocket.  I  believe  I  said  something  under  my  breath!  I  got  as  far  as  Vine  avenue  and 
Sheridan  road  when  I  dropped  my  English,  full  of  papers,  tickets  and  such  invaluables. 
It’s  awfully  cold  out  and  my  hands  just  about  froze  when  I  took  my  gloves  off  to  pick  them 
all  up.  I  got  to  school  and  was  as  grouchy  as  an  old  bear,  but  I  looked  at  the  clock  and 
found  it  was  only  8:05  and  now  I  feel  so  good  that  I’m  almost  restored  to  my  natural  good 
humor  again.  There  goes  the  bell!  Guess  I’d  better  stop  talking  and  take  my  coat  and 
hat  off  and  get  to  that  beloved  post  for  which  I  hurried  so  heroically  this  fair  morn.  Good 
bye!  See  you  in  session. 
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CAROLINE  SCHOFIELD,  ’17. 


THE  COUNCILORSHIP  OF  DEERFIELD  HIGH 

(With  apologies  to  Coleridge.) 

He  was  no  ancient  councilor, 

And  he  stoppeth  one  of  three. 

“By  thy  large  and  glittering  eye,”  quoth  she, 

“Now  wherefore  stopp’st  thou  me? 

“The  lunch  room  doors  are  open  wide, 

And  I  must  enter  in, 

The  girls  are  met,  the  table’s  set: 

May’st  hear  the  merry  din.” 

He  holds  her  with  his  powerful  hand, 

“You  must  to  trial,”  quoth  he. 

“I’ll  come!  unhand  me,  councilor  loon!” 

Eftsoons  his  hand  dropt  he. 

•  ■  1  »  ‘  * 

(AT  THE  TRIAL) 

He  holds  her  with  his  glittering  eye — 

The  culprit  stands  quite  still. 

And  listens  like  a  three  years’  child: 

The  councilor  hath  his  will. 

The  culprit  sits  upon  the  chair — 

She  cannot  choose  but  hear; 

And  thus  speaks  that  unancient  man, 

The  bright-eyed  councilor:  ,  . 

“I  told  you,  ‘Run  not  thru  the  hall.’ 

Yet  merrily  on  you  ran. 

You  ran  from  left  to  right  to  left, 

Heedless  of  my  command.” 

“  ’Twas  naught  I  feared,  the  halls  were  cleared. 

So  merrily  I  did  hop 
Past  rooms,  past  doors,  and  other  things, 

’Till  you  did  make  me  stop.” 

The  judges  sat  upon  the  left, 

And  cast  their  votes  for  “she.” 

Then  all  shone  bright,  to  forgive  is  right, 

The  chief  pronounced  her  free. 

— Sara  KerfoQt,  ‘18. 
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FOOTBALL 

Led  by  Captain  Lee  Smith,  our  football  team  passed  a  successful  season 
during  the  fall  of  1916,  tho  the  team  was  handicapped  in  many  ways.  Captain 
Smith  received  injuries,  which  hampered  his  good  work,  but,  in  spite  of  this,  he 
earned  a  position  on  the  All-Suburban  League  Team,  altho  this  was  Deerfield’s 
first  season  in  the  league.  Deerfield  for  the  first  time  played  Oak  Park  in  foot¬ 
ball,  but  was  defeated  by  the  heavier  team  by  a  small  margin.  Our  rival,  Wau¬ 
kegan,  was  severely  punished  in  a  game  played  on  the  Lake  Forest  Academy 
field.  The  team  developed  some  stars  in  the  backfield;  John  Bell,  the  plunging 
fullback,  showed  great  form  toward  the  last  of  the  season ;  Burridge,  Cowie  and 
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Holmes  won  distinctions  as  halfbacks,  and  Gordon  and  Carlson  in  piloting.  Half 
of  the  team  goes  with  this  year’s  class,  but  with  Wallace  leading  the  team  next 
year,  and  with  very  promising  new  material,  an  even  more  successful  season  is 
expected. 

Those  who  received  a  “D”  were:  Smith  (captain),  Gordon,  H.  Bell,  J.  Bell, 
Wallace,  Weber,  Rosenhagen,  McIntosh,  Carlson,  Holmes,  Cowie,  Baldwin,  Rus¬ 
sell.  Metzel  (manager). 


The  schedule  was  as  follows: 

Deerfield  .  14  Kenosha  .  21 

.  80  Chicago  Heights .  0 

.  0  Oak  Park .  6 

‘‘  14  La  Grange  .  0 

.  0  Proviso  .  3 

“  14  Thornton  .  0 

.  40  Waukegan  .  0 

“  7  New  Trier .  14 


169  44 


Seward  H.  Baldwin,  T 7. 


HEAVYWEIGHT  BASKETBALL  TEAM 
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LIGHTWEIGHT  BASKETBALL  TEAM 

BASKETBALL  SEASON— 1917 

At  the  beginning  of  the  season  there  was  a  notable  lack  of  sufficient  material  to 
build  up  a  really  good  basket-ball  team.  Carlson  and  Lindenmeyer  were  the  only  letter 
men  to  draw  from.  With  these  two  as  a  neucleus,  a  fairly  good  team  was  whipped  into 
shape  by  the  consistent  work  of  the  coaches.  Much  loss  was  felt  by  the  inability  of 
Lindenmeyer  to  compete,  due  to  previous  injury. 

Let  us  consider  the  team,  man  for  man.  Capt.  Carlson  played  a  wonderfully 
aggressive  game,  scoring  in  all,  one-half  of  the  total  points  made  by  his  team.  His 
ability  to  enthuse  the  other  members  of  the  team  into  a  fighting  spirit,  was  one  of  his 
oustanding  points.  He  was  able  also  to  fill  in  at  the  center  position  as  well  as  his 
regular  position  at  forward. 

Plagge,  running  mate  to  Carlson  at  forward,  played  his  position  well.  His  speed 
and  endurance  enabled  him  to  cope  successfully  against  his  opposing  guard. 

The  position  at  center  was  excellently  taken  care  of  by  Schumacher.  Although 
playing  his  first  year  of  basket-ball,  the  type  of  game  he  demonstrated  was  remark¬ 
able. 

John  Bell  was  easily  one  of  the  real  stars  (although  playing  his  first).  The  de¬ 
fensive  game  he  played  was  as  good  as  ever  seen  on  a  Deerfield  floor.  His  insight  and 
ability  to  know  where  a  particular  play  was  going,  enabled  him  to  break  up  the  team 
work  of  his  opponents  time  and  again.  ( Continued  on  page  36) 
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BASEBALL  SEASON— 1917 

With  five  men  of  high  school  baseball  experience  and  a  large  number  of  promising 
recruits,  a  good  baseball  team  ought  to  be  developed.  Success  was  evident  at  the 
beginning  by  winning  a  hotly  contested  game  from  Morton,  2  to  1.  The  following 
week  Proviso  was  also  defeated  by  score  of  6  to  3.  Our  defeat  by  Oak  Park  was  due 
to  the  inability  of  five  regular  men  to  compete. 

With  Captain  Carlson  catching,  and  Lindenmeyer  on  the  pitching  staff,  the  battery 
is  expected  to  achieve  results.  Cowie  at  first,  Therrein  at  second,  and  Friebele  at  short, 
playing  a  good  game  due  to  their  experience  of  last  year.  The  recruits  are  following 
the  lead  of  these  five  and  a  successful  season  is  expected.  Mr.  Corsant  is  in  charge 
and  his  work  is  plainly  visible  in  the  improvement  of  the  men. 

JOE  LINDENMEYER,  T8. 


BASKETBALL  ( Continued  from  page  35) 

The  man  playing  running  guard  was  Cowie,  the  smallest  member  of  the  squad  in 
size,  but  not  in  spirit.  His  work  as  an  offensive  player  as  well  as  defensive  kept  the 
ball  in  oui  territory  to  a  great  extent. 

It  is  well  to  mention  with  merit  the  names  of  Englebrecht  and  Huhn,  who  ably 
filled  the  gap  caused  by  the  loss  of  a  regular. 

The  team  throughout  the  season  was  handicapped  by  lack  of  weight,  three  mem¬ 
bers  being  qualified  to  play  in  the  lightweight  class.  It  can  be  said  that  the  team  fought 
hard  to  overcome  this  disadvantage.  However,  considering  this  lack  of  weight  and 
inexperience  of  the  team,  it  cannot  be  said  that  the  season  was  unsuccessful,  nor  the 
work  of  the  coaches  in  vain. 

We  were  well  represented  in  the  Suburban  League  by  our  scrappy  lightweights  with 
Captain  Gordon  at  the  helm.  His  abundance  of  “pep,”  and  enthusiasm  always  kept  the 
team  going  at  top  speed.  Holmes,  Henderson,  Hunt,  Therrien  and  Mitchell,  consti¬ 
tuted  the  team  which  won,  or  lost  by  small  margins  in  all  their  contests. 
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TRACK 

It  has  been  said  that  actions  speak  louder  than  words,  and  certainly  if  one 
is  to  be  guided  by  this  saying,  the  track  season  this  year  has  shown  itself  to  be 
very  successful  at  the  time  of  going  to  press. 

In  the  track  meet  held  in  Patten  Gymnasium  on  March  31st  under  the 
auspices  of  Northwestern  University,  Harold  Plagge  took  third  and  fourth  places 
in  the  half-mile  and  mile  respectively. 

On  April  7th  in  the  meet  under  the  direction  of  the  Evanston  Y.  M.  C.  A., 
held  in  the  same  gymnasium,  Deerfield  tied  Evanston  Academy  for  fourth  place. 
When  one  considers  the  fact  that  eighteen  schools  “placed”  in  the  point  column, 
our  showing  was  very  good  indeed.  Again  Plagge  gained  honors  for  himself  and 
Deerfield  by  winning  both  the  mile  and  half-mile  in  easy  style.  James  Holmes 
also  scored  by  taking  third  place  in  the  quarter-mile,  which  is  a  very  hard  race. 

We  feel  sure  that  by  the  time  the  Annual  comes  out,  Deerfield  will  have 
placed  herself  high  in  the  track  records  of  the  suburban  high  schools. 

Gordon  Buchanon  Jr.,  ’17. 
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GIRLS’  BASKETBALL 

The  girls  as  well  as  the  boys  have  shown  much  enthusiasm  over  athletics  this 
year.  Basket-ball  has  been  the  most  popular  of  the  sports  thus  far  with  the  girls. 
Early  in  the  season  they  began  to  practice.  There  was  quality  as  well  as  quantity 
shown  for  the  class  teams.  The  captains  were  soon  elected  and  the  inter-class  games 
begun.  The  schedule  for  the  games  is  as  follows: 

Feb.  9,  1917 — Senior-Junior — 11-23. 

Feb.  14,  1917 — Sophomore-Freshmen — 29-4. 

Feb.  21,  1917 — Junior-Freshmen — 8-3. 

Feb.  23,  1917 — Senior-Freshmen — 6-7. 

Feb.  26,  1917 — Senior-Sophomore — 8-6. 

March  2,  1917 — Junior-Sophomore — 14-9. 

The  Juniors,  following  the  standard  of  the  first  game  played,  won  the  champion¬ 
ship  without  a  defeat.  The  Junior  team  was  as  follows:  Elizabeth  Keough,  Captain; 
Helen  Cresent,  Mary  Card,  Evelyn  Foote,  Dorothy  Mason,  Mary  Fay,  Esther  Kruger, 
Katherine  Card,  Kathleen  Kreiger,  Laura  Rossiter  and  Mildred  Hesler. 

The  Senior  team:  Esther  Conway,  Captain;  Caroline  Schofield,  Henrietta  Laing, 
Flfrieda  Knaak,  Mary  Lee  Whitman,  Mildred  Rogers,  Katherine  Winters,  Alice  Shreve, 
Helen  Scholz,  Grace  Dean  and  Ellen  Knox. 

Baseball  is  also  very  popular  among  the  girls.  The  captains  are  now  being 
chosen  and  the  teams  formed.  There  seems  to  be  as  much  enthusiasm  and  chance 
for  contest  in  baseball  as  there  was  in  basketball. 

The  other  sports  which  the  girls  went  out  for  are  track,  swimming  and  tennis. 
There  are  many  girls  out  for  track  and  the  teams  will  soon  be  chosen.  The  girls 
are  going  to  have  a  swimming  meet  early  in  May.  There  was  a  tennis  cup  presented 
bv  Mrs.  Card  which  will  be  given  to  the  girl  who  has  been  champion  three  times. 
The  three  girls  who  have  been  champions  and  whose  names  are  on  the  cup  are 
Florence  van  Steenderen,  fall  of  1915;  Katherine  Card,  spring  of  1916;  Mary  Lee 
Whitman,  fall  of  1916.  The  contests  in  tennis  will  be  just  as  interesting  and  exciting 
this  year  as  they  have  been  previously. 
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MILDRED  ROGERS,  T 7. 
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CHORUS 


“But  I — 1  like  to  spend  my  time  in  singing 
Some  joyous  song,  some  joyous  song.” 

Contrary  to  the  custom  of  the  past  few  years,  a  chorus  of  girls’  and  boys’  voices 
took  the  place  of  the  Girls’  Glee  Club.  Although  at  first  this  organization  was  more 
or  less  experimental,  it  has  proved  to  be  a  source  of  pleasure  and  benefit. 

The  most  noteworthy  accomplishment  of  the  chorus  was  its  contribution  to  the 
Students’  Benefit  Concert,  April  19th.  The  cantata,  “The  Wreck  of  the  Hesperus,” 
was  presented,  with  solo  parts  taken  by  Florence  McGath,  Dr.  Newhall  and  Mr.  Pease, 
of  Chicago. 

Mention  must  be  made  of  Mr.  Fraser,  the  director,  whose  able  work  has  made  it 
possible  for  the  chorus  to  remain  an  established  organization.  With  Miss  Noyes  as 
accompanist  and  Mr.  Fraser  as  director,  the  future  successes  of  the  chorus  are  assured. 

MAYBELLE  BOLAN,  T8. 


NOVEMBER  10,  1916. 

Oh,  this  is  the  tale  of  a  great  bloodless  war, 

’Tis  an  item  of  history  to  happen  no  more. 

Four  hundred  strong  rooters  trooped  forth  to  the  fight, 
Burned  the  enemies’  coffin  for  the  sake  of  the  sight. 

Of  generalship  there  was  much  to  be  had, 

And  compared  with  this  army,  the  army  looked  sad. 

For  oh  how  they  marched,  with  cheers  and  with  yells! 
At  least  that  is  what  the  chronicle  tells — 

(I  wasn’t  there — 

I  missed  out  on  my  share.) 

To  the  victors  belonged  all  the  spoils  on  that  day, 

One  might  have  said  they  were  forcedly  gay. 

They  had  after-school  sessions  for  fully  a  week — 

Oh,  the  most  victorious  are  but  lambily  meek! 

(I  wasn’t  there — 

I  missed  out  on  my  share.) 

One  of  The  Other  Half,  T7. 
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THE  ORCHESTRA 

“The  instruments  were  various  of  their  kind , 

Some  for  the  bow ,  and  some  for  the  breathing  wind.” 

■  — .iJSYDEN. 

The  orchestra  practices  every  Monday  during  the  fourth  period.  Those 
who  play  stringed  instruments  usually  arrive  first  and  begin  to  tune  up. 

“Please,  Lucy,  give  me  A.” 

After  being  told  to  hurry,  Jimmy  discovers  two  broken  strings. 

“Now  cornets.  B  flat,  please.  All  ready?  Now — 1,  2,  3 — ” 

This  is  the  signal  to  roll  “Over  the  Waves”  in  waltz  time,  or  solemnly 
render  the  “Priests’  March”  from  “Athalia.”  Next  comes  “Martha,”  followed 
by  the  “Poet  and  Peasant.”  We  also  play  the  “Bridal  Rose  Overture,”  Haydn’s 
“Surprise  Symphony,”  the  “Vision  of  Salome”  and  the  “Marguerite  Waltz” 
from  Faust. 

This  year’s  orchestra  is  the  largest  and  best  ever.  We  have  played  at  lec¬ 
tures.  general  assemblies,  the  Chorus  Concert,  and  P.  T.  A.  meetings.  Accord¬ 
ing  to  tradition,  we  are  expected  to  furnish  the  music  for  commencement. 

Members  of  the  orchestra  are — Director,  Mr.  Fraser;  Piano,  Lucy  Speidel ; 
Violins,  Dorothy  Mason,  Jerry  Learning,  Hertha  Wyman,  William  Mooney, 
James  Holmes,  Robert  Sedgewick ;  Cornets,  A.  Arnswold,  S.  Moses,  E.  Sheridan, 
W.  Wheeler;  Clarinet,  Vincent  Schreurs ;  Flute,  Mr.  Schneider;  Horn,  L.  Frie- 
bele ;  Bass,  H.  Geminer;  Drum,  Arthur  Williams;  Bass  Viol,  E.  Barker. 
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THE  MANDOLIN  CLUB 

A  very  enthusiastic  organization  in  the  school  is  the  Mandolin  Club. 
At  the  beginning  of  the  school  year  1916,  we  had  a  total  membership  oi 
eight.  We  have  increased  to  seventeen  in  number.  The  members  of  the 
club  playing  first  mandolins  are:  Frederick  Spencer,  Evelyn  Foote,  Bowen 
Schumacher,  Frances  Holbrook  and  Seward  Baldwin;  second  mandolins, 
Frances  Buell,  Clerihew  Morgan,  James  Holmes,  James  Stevens  and  Wallace 
Kimball;  ukeleles,  Dorothy  Purdy,  Marion  Norcross,  Katherine  Winters  and 
Grace  Carqueville ;  guitar,  Rodney  Mason ;  bass  viol,  Mr.  Schneider ;  piano, 
Katherine  Card. 

The  Mandolin  Club  has  played  twice  in  assembly;  three  times  for  the 
Parent  Teachers  Association;  once  for  an  entertainment  at  the  Presbyterian 
church,  Highland  Park,  and  at  the  Students’  Benefit  Concert. 

GRACE  MARIE  CARQUEVILLE,  T8. 


IN  ENGLISH  IV. 

Miss  Grandy — “Bacon’s  essays  are  of  this  type;  they  are  boiled  down  to  the 
very  essence — just  as  a  very,  very  small  piece  of  beef  extract  furnishes  soup  for 
the  whole  lunchroom,  so  Bacon’s  essays  have  furnished  thought  for  many 
centuries.” 
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SENIOR  FORUM 

“Quality,  not  quantity” — during  Nineteen  Sixteen  and  Seventeen.  We,  of  the 
Forum,  have  accepted  this  as  our  motto.  For,  we  believe,  that  although  we  are  few 
in  members,  yet  we  are  tried  and  true  in  the  art  of  debating.  This  year  more  than 
any  other,  we  have  learned  that  debating  is  a  fine  art,  and  that  skill  in  that  art  can 
be  obtained  only  by  continuous  practice.  We  have  also  felt,  during  this  year,  that 
practice  in  speaking,  reading,  and  oratory,  was  also  needed,  and  have  given  some  time 
to  their  study. 

Six  of  our  members  held  the  banner  of  Deerfield  high  when  they  defeated  two 
Waukegan  teams  by  unanimous  decisions.  It  would  be  impossible  to  speak  of  this 
debate,  and  not,  in  the  same  breath,  mention  the  names  of  Mr.  Sandwick  and  Miss 
Southwick.  Too  much  credit  cannot  be  given  them,  as  they  worked  with  the  debaters 
day  after  day  until  they  made  teams  of  them,  which,  in  the  contest,  beat  Waukegan. 
The  subject  was  “Ship  Subsidy.”  The  debaters  were  as  follows:  Affirmative,  Ruth 
Glos,  Frances  Buell,  and  Charles  Beckwith;  Negative,  Rachel  Hecketsweiler,  Hamil¬ 
ton  Quayle,  and  Bowen  Schumacher.  Ellen  Knox  and  Helen  Welch  were  alternates. 
This  victory  shows  we  are  living  up  to  the  tradition  in  debate  which  has  been  handed 
down  to  us. 

This  triumph  does  not  stand  alone  in  the  roll  of  our  achievements.  We  have  had 
several  very  interesting  meetings.  Among  these  were,  a  mock  trial,  a  mock  Congress, 
and  several  public  speaking  meetings.  As  to  debate,  we  have  “settled”  many  present 
day  questions  to  the  satisfaction  of  all  concerned. 

We  have  had  two  different  administrations.  The  first  was  as  follows:  Bowen 
Schumacher,  president;  Kay  Card,  vice-president;  Frances  Buell,  secretary  and  treas- 

( Continued  on  page  46) 
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THE  JUNIOR  FORUM 

The  Junior  Forum,  one  of  Deerfield’s  younger  organizations,  was  instigated  last 
year,  under  the  direction  of  Miss  McElrath,  for  the  purpose  of  giving  the  under-class¬ 
men  practice  in  debate.  With  Truman  Metzel  as  president,  Editha  Parry,  vice-presi¬ 
dent,  and  Winifred  Wadsworth,  secretary,  the  club  was  successfully  carried  on.  In 
the  middle  of  the  term  the  president  resigned,  and  James  Stevens  was  elected  to  fill 
the  vacancy. 

At  the  close  of  the  first  term  we  re-elected  James  Stevens;  Winifred  Wadsworth 
was  chosen  vice-president;  and  Dorothy  Laing,  secretary  and  treasurer. 

It  was  voted  that  there  be  a  fine  of  10c  for  members  who  absented  themselves 
from  the  club  without  a  good  excuse. 

The  club  has  met  on  alternate  Thursdays  in  the  English  Club  Room,  the  program 
consisting  of  current  topics,  5  minutes  of  Parliamentary  drill,  and  a  debate.  The 
types  of  debates  varied  widely.  The  three  most  interesting  debates  this  year  illus¬ 
trated  different  types: 

First,  a  political  meeting,  when  James  Stevens  and  Max  Englehart,  campaigned 
for  Hughes,  and  Sara  Kerfoot  and  Herman  Vanderdussen  for  Wilson,  after  which  a 
straw  vote  was  taken  resulting  in  9  to  13  in  favor  of  Hughes;  second,  a  humorous 
debate  on  the  well  known  question,  “Resolved,  that  a  hatpin  is  a  more  formidable 
weapon  than  a  shotgun,”  in  which  the  affirmative  triumphed;  third,  one  of  the  serious 
type,  “Resolved,  that  the  Government  should  own  and  operate  all  railroads.”  In  this 
case  also  the  affirmative  won. 

A  social  meeting  was  held  at  Christmas,  when  Arthur  Mitchell  and  Frances  Brown 
gave  recitations.  Refreshments  and  games  concluded  the  program. 

Not  only  the  mentioned  debates,  but  also  all  of  our  debates  have  proved  of  interest 
and  benefit. 

Although  twenty  of 'the  twenty-two  members  are  sophomores,  we  sincerely  trust 
that  the  Freshmen  will  carry  on  the  club  and  help  to  promote  what  we  have  tried  to 
raise  interest  in — practice  in  debate  and  interest  in  national  questions. 

DOROTHY  LAING,  T9. 
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THE  GARRICK  CLUB 

The  Garrick  Club  has  had  a  successful  year  during  the  past  nine  months  and 
has  in  all  ways  upheld  its  former  reputation.  As  in  previous  years,  it  has  met  the 
last  period  on  alternating  Fridays  in  the  English  Club  Room,  to  give  short 
programmes  for  the  entertainment  of  the  students  and  the  furtherance  of  dra¬ 
matic  enthusiasm. 

The  Club  has  given  one  play  and  numerous  readings,  musical  selections  and 
sketches.  A  new  feature  introduced  this  year  has  been  the  study  of  voice  con¬ 
trol  and  parliamentary  law. 

The  first  play  given  was  a  humorous  Irish  drama,  entitled  “Spreading  the 
News,”  by  Lady  Gregory,  which  was  very  well  presented.  The  cast  was  as 
follows : 


Bartley  Fallow  . H.  Quayle 

Mrs.  Fallow  . R.  Hecketsweiler 

Mrs.  Tully  . F.  Buell 

Jack  Keary  . F.  Hine 

Magistrate  . T.  Metsel 

Policeman  . Elliot  Moore 

Shawn  Early  . A.  Neal 

In  May  another  group  of  plays  will  probably  be  given  at  Lake  Forest  under 
the  auspices  of  the  Woman’s  Club.  Altogether  the  programmes  have  been  verv 
much  enjoyed  by  those  who  have  viewed  them  and  we  krow  that  no  member  has 
regretted  the  time  spent  with  Garrick  Club. 
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Evelyn  Foote,  T8. 


LE  CERCLE  FRANCAIS 

Le  Cercle  Frangais  was  reorganized  in  the  fall  of  1916,  under  the  supervision 
of  Miss  Griswold.  The  first  regular  meeting  was  held  in  October,  and  since  then  the 
club  has  met  on  an  average  of  once  a  month.  The  business  of  the  October  meeting 
was  the  election  of  officers.  Those  elected  were:  Dorothy  Bowen,  president;  Mar¬ 
garet  Merryweather,  vice-president;  Marion  Norcross,  secretary,  and  Hamilton  Quayle, 
treasurer.  Following  the  election  of  officers,  Miss  Griswold  told  us  of  her  experiences 
in  returning  from  Paris  to  the  United  States  after  the  declaration  of  war  in  Europe. 

The  program  for  the  November  meeting  was  furnished  by  Miss  Susanna  Bolan, 
who  sang  two  French  songs,  and  by  Dorothy  Mason,  who  played  two  selections  upon 
the  violin.  After  the  program,  refreshments  suited  to  the  Thanksgiving  season  were 
served. 

The  meeting  before  Christmas  was  a  Christmas  party.  The  English  Club  Room 
was  decorated  with  red  and  green,  and  a  lighted  tree  stood  at  one  end  of  the  room. 
Each  member  brought  a  gift  which  was  numbered  and  placed  under  the  tree.  Every 
member  received  a  slip  of  paper  with  a  number  on  it,  and  the  gift  which  bore  the 
corresponding  number  was  his  gift  from  the  French  Club. 

Another  meeting  of  interest  was  the  French  luncheon.  At  this  meeting  all  of 
the  members  lunched  together  in  the  lunch  room,  and  French,  of  course,  was  the  only 
language  spoken  at  the  table. 

Among  the  rules  of  the  club  is  one  which  has  afforded  a  great  deal  of  fun  during 
the  meetings.  It  provides  that  after  a  meeting  has  been  called  to  order  no  English 
shall  be  spoken.  Anyone  who  speaks  English  is  fined  one  cent  for  every  word  of 
that  language.  In  this  way  small  sums  of  money  have  been  added  to  the  club 
treasury. 

The  members  of  the  French  Club  feel  that  Le  Cercle  Frangais,  has  afforded  them 
a  great  benefit  as  well  as  much  pleasure,  and  they  hope  it  will  continue  to  be  a 
pleasure  to  the  French  students  in  the  Deerfield  Shields  High  School. 

MARION  R.  NORCROSS,  T8. 


THE  GERMAN  CLUB 

At  the  desire  of  the  students,  the  German  club  was  reorganized  at  the 
beginning  of  the  school  year.  Miss  Krieger  appointed  several  students  mem¬ 
bers  of  a  “steering”  committee,  their  duty  being  to  assist  her  in  managing 
the  affairs  of  the  club.  Under  their  guidance,  the  club  has  been  very  suc¬ 
cessful. 

Only  a  few  meetings  have  been  held  during  the  year,  but  at  one  of  these, 
a  play,  adapted  from  one  of  the  German  readers,  was  staged,  while  at  another 
meeting  we  had  the  opportunity  of  enjoying  the  victrola. 

The  Christmas  festival,  though  it  was  a  class  affair,  was  made  possible 
only  by  the  aid  of  the  members  of  our  committee.  They  procured  the  Christ¬ 
mas  tree  and  the  decorations,  and  provided  pleasant  entertainments  for  the 
several  classes.  The  program  consisted  of  readings,  piano  solos,  stories  and 
songs,  and,  refreshments  were  served. 

So  not  only  the  success  of  the  German  club,  but  also  that  of  the  Christ¬ 
mas  festival  has  been  due  to  the  efforts  of  our  “steering”  committee,  and  the 
unsurpassable  help  given  us  by  Miss  Krieger. 

CHARLES  BECKWITH,  T8. 


THE  DEBATING  TEAM 

March  23,  1916. 

Waukegan  High  School  vs.  Deerfield-Shields  High  School. 

Question : 

Resolved,  that  some  system  of  ship-subsidy  be  adopted  by  the  United 
States  for  the  further  protection  and  regulation  of  our  merchant  marine. 
Affirmative:  Charles  Beckwith,  Frances  Buell,  Ruth  Glos. 

Negative:  Bowen  Schumacher,  Rachel  Hecketsweiler,  Hamilton  Quayle. 
Deerfield  Affirmative  vs.  Waukegan  Negative,  at  Highland  Park.  De¬ 
cision  :  Unanimous  for  Deerfield. 

Deerfield  Negative  vs.  Waukegan  Affirmative,  at  Waukegan.  Decision: 
Unanimous  for  Deerfield. 


SENIOR  FORUM  ( Continued  from  page  42) 

urer.  The  “powers  that  be”  during  the  present  semester  are:  Helen  Welch,  president; 
Hamilton  Quayle,  vice-president;  Rachel  Hecketsweiler,  secretary  and  treasurer. 

The  prospects  for  the  coming  year  seem  unusually  good.  Five  out  of  the  six 
dual  debaters  were  Juniors,  and  we  have  every  reason  to  feel  that  we  will  have  a 
large  membership  next  year.  Our  wish  is  expressed  by  a  scribe  of  1915:  “Here’s  to 
the  future  success  of  the  Forum;  may  it  always  be  one  of  the  best,  if  not  the  best 
organization  of  Deerfield!” 

BOWEN  SCHUMACHER,  T8. 
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COUNCILORS 


M.  ANDERSON 
I.  ATTERIDGE 

D.  BOWEN 
H.  GREENE 

R.  HARRINGTON 

E.  KNOX 

K.  KRUEGER 
E.  KRUEGER 
A.  SHREVE 
E.  SIEGEL 
G.  SPELLMAN 


K.  CARD 
M.  CARD 
H.  DRISCOLL 
J.  GORDON 
R.  HARRINGTON 
E.  KIEST 
E.  KNOX 
E.  LARSEN 
C.  SCHOFIELD 
H.  SCHOLZ 
E.  SHIELDS 


FIRST  SEMESTER 

D.  SUPPLE 

B.  TUCKER 

C.  VERCOE 
S.  BALDWIN 
J.  BELL 

P.  CARLSON  (Chief) 

M.  CODY 
R.  COWIE 

F.  GERAGHTY 
H.  GORDON 

W.  HENDERSON 

SECOND  SEMESTER 

A.  SMITH 

G.  SPELLMAN 
J.  TAPPER 

H.  WELCH 
H.  BELL 
J.  BELL 

P.  CARLSON 
M.  CODY 
R.  COWIE 
H.  ENGLEBRECHT 


J.  HOLMES 
R.  HUNT 
L.  LARSON 
R.  MASON 
T.  METZEL 
P.  ROUSE 
L.  SMITH 
F.  SPENCER 
C.  STUBBS 
R.  WEBER 
A.  WILLIAMS 


W.  FITZGERALD 

H.  GORDON  (Assistant  Chief) 

F.  KNIGHT 

W.  KIMBALL 

L.  LARSON 

R.  MASON 

H.  PLAGGE 

L.  SMITH  (Chief) 

F.  SPENCER 
F.  SHUMACHER 
E.  WALLACE 
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THE  CLASS  QF  1916 


CLASS  OF  1916 

Harry  Aldridge  is  employed  at  the  Sears-Roebuck  Co. 

George  Anderson,  Fairchild  Doty,  Howard  Flagg  and  Marshall  Waldo,  are  attend¬ 
ing  the  University  of  Illinois.  They  are  bravely  striving  to  uphold  the  name  of 
Deerfield,  and  are  succeeding  well. 

Elizabeth  Bacon  is  enjoying  life  at  Dana  Hall,  preparatory  to  entering  Wellesley 
this  fall. 

Robert  Bacon  is  at  Cincinnati  University  having  a  good  time  and  working  hard. 
Gloria  Beecham,  Mildred  Fitzgerald,  Anna  Cutler,  Ruth  Shaddle  and  Emma  Stein- 
burg  seem  to  have  found  plenty  to  do  to  keep  them  busy  at  home  for  the  present. 
Charles  Bletsch  is  employed  at  the  Hilker-Bletsch  &  Co.  Supply  House,  Chicago. 
Ruth  Bletsch  is  fast  becoming  an  artist  through  her  course  at  Mrs.  Church’s  School 
of  Art,  Chicago. 

George  Bolan  is  clerk  at  Commonwealth  Edison  Electric  Co.,  Chicago,  Illinois. 
Beatrice  Carolan  and  Anna  Keough,  are  acquiring  knowledge  at  De  Kalb  Normal 

School. 

Charles  Chamberlain  is  working  in  Chicago. 

Erwin  Clow  is  employed  at  the  Pfanstiel  Co.,  North  Chicago. 

Ethel  Cole  in  enjoying  life  at  home  studying  music. 

Maurice  de  Bona  is  engaged  in  the  carpenter’s  trade. 

James  Deering  is  solicitor  for  the  Record  Herald. 

Emmett  Duffy  is  working  for  the  Public  Service  Company  in  Highland  Park. 
Elizabeth  Durborow  is  attending  the  National  Kindergarten  College,  Chicago. 
William  Fitzgerald  is  attending  Notre  Dame.  We  hope  his  athletics  are  not  de¬ 
tracting  from  his  gaining  of  knowledge. 

Ayleen  Fritsch  is  working  for  Mayor  Vail  of  Highland  Park. 

Alice  Guseking  is  doing  office  work  at  Krafft’s  Drug  Store,  Lake  Forest. 

Esther  Gordon  is  doing  office  work  at  Ferry  Hall,  Lake  Forest,  Illinois. 

George  Giles  is  attending  college  at  Orangetown,  South  Carolina. 

Leslie  Grant  is  draftsman  at  Chicago  Telephone  Co. 

Lester  Green  is  clerking  in  an  insurance  office. 

Lois  Greene  is  at  Gunnel  College  and  is  living  up  to  her  standard  as  a  star 
student. 

George  Hesler  is  clerk  for  the  Burlington  Railroad. 

Ernest  Knudson  is  book-keeper  at  Kuhn’s  garage,  Highland  Park. 

Grace  Smith  is  working  for  the  Allyn  and  Bacon  Publishing  Co.,  Chicago. 

Leslie  Stryker  is  employed  at  Marshall  Field  &  Co. 

John  Vercoe  is  attending  Leland  Stanford  University,  California. 

Margaret  Webster  is  doing  stenography  and  book-keeping  at  the  Highland  Park 
State  Bank. 

Elizabeth  Whyte  is  at  the  Lake  Forest  State  Bank. 

Oliver  Wilton  is  at  his  home  in  Lake  Villa. 

Isabelle  King  is  assistant  librarian  at  the  Lake  Forest  Library.  She  is  also  taking 
vocal  lessons  during  her  spare  time. 

Estelle  Kriesant  is  doing  stenographical  work  at  Lucius  Bebe  &  Sons,  Whole¬ 
sale  Leather  Co.,  Chicago. 

Julius  Laegler  is  employed  in  the  Laegler  Pharmacy,  Highwood,  with  the  inten¬ 
tion  of  studying  pharmacy  later. 

Edith  Light  is  as  jolly  a  student  as  the  University  of  Chicago  can  boast  of. 
Bessie  Moon  is  working  at  the  Northwestern  Depot,  Chicago. 

Kenneth  Nef  is  staying  at  home  and  finds  plenty  to  do  to  keep  him  from  loafing. 
Eleanor  Nelson  is  working  in  Chicago. 

Joseph  O’Connor  and  Turner  Wilcox,  have  turned  farmers. 

Florence  Russell,  Percy  Oke  and  Warren  Schreurs,  are  attending  Lake  Forest 
College  and  taking  life  easy. 

Charles  Rich  is  working  at  Grayslake. 

Katherine  Robertson  is  book-keeper  for  the  Lake  Forest  Water  Co. 

Christine  Smith  is  our  only  school-ma’m.  She  has  a  country  school  out  of  Area. 
Earl  Sheahan  is  clerk  for  the  Chicago,  North  Shore  and  Milwaukee  Electric  Road. 

FLORENCE  A.  RUSSELL,  T6. 
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MILITARY  DRILL 


Shortly  after  the  opening  of  school  over  one  hundred  boys  responded  to  the  call 
to  the  colors  and  a  battalion  of  two  companies  was  organized.  Handicapped  at  first 
by  the  loss  of  nearly  all  of  last  year’s  officers,  the  corps  has  shown  itself  to  be  an 
organization  of  which  our  high  school  may  well  be  proud.  As  the  first  high  school 
cadet  corps  in  this  section  of  the  country,  the  success  of  this  organization  has  had 
much  to  do  with  the  installation  of  military  drill  in  the  Chicago  high  schools. 

Under  the  direction  of  Mr.  Rothacher,  the  “rookies”  were  quickly  whipped  into 
shape.  Hard  work  enabled  the  battalion  to  make  a  creditable  showing  at  a  review 
of  high  school  cadets  held  at  Fort  Sheridan  in  November.  Soon  after  Christmas 
vacation  an  exhibition  drill  was  held,  followed  by  an  inspection  of  the  battalion  by 
Major  Grote,  of  the  regular  army,  and  a  track  meet,  which  was  won  by  Company  A — 
42  to  39.  A  feature  of  the  work  is  the  competitive  athletics  held  once  a  week  between 
the  squads  or  between  the  companies.  In  March  the  Cadet  Corps  and  the  First  Aid 
Volunteers  went  to  Chicago  to  see  the  war  moving  picture,  “Heroic  France.”  The 
march  to  and  from  the  theater  was  made  down  Madison  street  and  Michigan  boule¬ 
vard,  with  much  approval  from  the  crowds  on  the  street.  On  the  nineteenth  of  April 
an  exhibition  was  held  consisting  of  a  drill,  Butt’s  manual,  and  competitive  wall¬ 
scaling  between  the  squads.  The  record  for  wall-scaling  was  broken  by  Russell’s 
squad,  which  made  it  in  nine  seconds.  It  went  the  following  week  to  Ottawa  to  com¬ 
pete  with  other  high  school  cadet  squads. 

The  two  companies  are  officially  designated  as  Companies  F  and  G  of  the  Tenth 
Cadet  Infantry,  having  the  place  of  honor  as  color-guards.  It  is  expected  that  there 
will  soon  be  target  practice  held  at  the  Fort  Sheridan  range.  There  are  also  prospects 
of  a  camp  to  be  held  after  the  close  of  school. 

Following  are  the  cadet  officers  of  the  battalion: 


Company  A  Company  B 

Captain  . S.  Baldwin  F.  Hine 

First  Lieutenant  . F.  Spencer  R.  Russell 

Second  Lieutenant  . F.  Schumacher  G.  Buchanan 

First  Sergeant  . R.  Cowie  J.  Beatty 

Second  Sergeant  . W.  Kimball  R.  Mason 

Third  Sergeant  . H.  Bamborough  B.  Sleeman 

Quartermaster  . H.  Quayle  H.  Carr 

"  H.  Bell  B.  Schumacher 

S.  Carr  J.  Wadsworth 

Corporals  . <  R.  Sedgewick  C.  Morgan 

M.  Cody  A.  Mason 

^  J.  Anderson  E.  Therriem 

(  W.  Henderson 

Color  Sergeants  .  H.  Gordon 


During  its  second  year  the  Cadet  Band  has  been  in  all  respects  a  successful  asset 
to  the  school.  Whenever  an  entertainment  is  to  be  given  Mr.  Sandwick  knows  that 
he  can  count  on  the  band  to  do  its  share. 

This  year  our  leader  is  Mr.  Paul  Blanchard,  a  man  who  has  had  much  experience 
as  a  bandmaster  in  the  regular  army.  He  certainly  has  proved  his  merit  since  he 
came  to  Deerfield.  When  the  cadets  went  to  Chicago  the  band  made  a  fine  showing 
by  playing  as  they  marched  thru  the  city  streets.  The  band  has  rendered  a  valuable 
service  at  football  and  basketball  games  this  year  by  playing  for  the  crowd.  Mr. 
Schneider  has  again  helped  the  band  this  year  with  his  piccolo.  Only  one  member 
will  graduate  this  year,  so  we  expect  to  have  plenty  of  experienced  men  in  the  ranks 
of  the  band  next  year. 

FREDERICK  HINE,  T 7. 
FRANK  KNIGHT,  JR.,  ’18. 
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FIRST  AID  VOLUNTEERS 

As  Deerfield-Shields  High  School  was  the  first  high  school  to  adopt  military 
training,  it  was  also  the  first  to  adopt  a  volunteer  first  aid  corps. 

We  were  organized  in  September,  1916,  as  two  companies,  under  the  direction  of 
Miss  Margaret  Ried.  We  started  work  immediately  after  organizing,  taking  up  in 
Our  first  lessons  the  rescuing  of  drowning  persons  and  the  giving  of  artificial  respira¬ 
tion.  Mr.  Longfellow  of  the  Red  Cross  Society  gave  us  a  demonstration  in  our  nata- 
torium  of  rescuing  work.  We  have  taken  up  during  the  year  drill  work  and  the  regular 
first  aid  course,  which  consists  of  bandaging  with  triangular  roller  bandages  and  treat¬ 
ing  with  first  aid  injuries  of  every  kind.  After  our  seven  months  of  first  aid  training 
we  are  eligible  to  take  the  examination  for  a  nurse’s  aid. 

The  news  of  our  work  spread  quickly  and  we  were  asked  to  drill  on  November  4, 
1916,  at  Fort  Sheridan,  for  inspection  by  Major-General  Edward  C.  Young.  On  the 
22d  of  March  we  attended  the  performance  of  “Heroic  France”  in  Chicago.  Much 
praise  was  bestowed  on  us  by  the  various  Chicago  newspapers,  and  in  some  of  the 
editorials  other  schools  were  urged  to  follow  our  example. 

We  feel  our  training  has  sufficiently  fitted  us  for  use,  and  we  are  ready  to  serve 
our  country  and  our  flag  when  needed. 

Following  are  the  officers: 


Company  A  Company  B 

Captain  . R.  Hecketsweiler  E.  Foote 

First  Lieutenant  . D.  Bowen  E.  Keough 

Second  Lieutenant  . A.  Shreve  C.  Vercoe 

First  Sergeant  . H.  Driscoll  M.  Kress 

Second  Sergeant  . J.  Gordon  D.  Supple 

Third  Sergeant  . F.  Brown  A.  Shea 

HELEN  S.  DRISCOLL,  T8. 


Miss  Grandy — “Where  is  Tintern  Abbey,  Elfrieda?” 
Elfrieda — “I  think  it  is  on  page  416.” 


Miss  Grandy’s  Better  English:  Do  you  always  sound  the  “p”  in  “help”? 


Pupil  (temporarily  in  charge  of  English  IV,  just  after  Dorothy  Bowen  has 
recited) — “Now,  Emma,  will  you  give  us  some  real  facts? 


Cap.  (in  American  history) — “McKinley  was  killed  in  July  and  died  in 
September.”  (We  know  of  some  others  who  are  pretty  dead,  even  in  their 
youth.) 


She — “Did  you  hear  that  Kay  Card  has  a  bad  attack  of  palsy  (Paul  C.)  ?” 
He — “Oh,  yes.  But  it  isn’t  so  very  bad — Carlson  says  everything  is  O.  K.” 


We  wish  Miss  Noyes  would  tell  some  more  like  this: 

There  was  once  a  very  forgetful  parson,  who  never  could  remember  people’s 
names.  One  day  he  met  a  lady.  He  couldn’t  remember  her  name,  so  he  said : 
“I  never  can  remember  if  your  name  is  spelt  with  an  ‘i’  or  an  ‘e’.” 

“Why,  parson,”  answered  the  astonished  woman,  “my  name  is  Mrs.  Hill.” 


Freshman  requests  at  the  library:  “Gaylic’s  Classy  Smiths,”  “Gaeley’s 
Classy  Nymphs,”  “Food  and  Salvation.” 
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ON  THE  RUIN  OF  THE  UMBRELLA  RACK 

For  many  years  it  has  been  my  rare  good  fortune  to  be  placed  in  such  a  position 
that  I  have  been  able  to  observe  femininity  in  that  most  interesting  of  stages — that  stage 
just  after  little  girlhood  and  just  before  womanhood.  I  have  for  generations  served 
these  fascinating  creatures  with  all  the  sturdy  strength  at  my  command.  And  now,  that 
1  have  become  old  and  decrepit,  with  one  foot  already  in  the  grave,  and  am  haunted  by 
a  deadly  fear  that  soon  I  shall  have  to  place  the  other  foot  there  also,  I  take  up  my 
pen  in  order  that  I  may  leave  to  the  world  memoirs  of  a  connoisseur  of  womanhood. 
For  lo!  I  am  the  Umbrella  Rack  in  the  Senior  Girls’  Locker  Room. 

O,  the  tales  that  I  could  tell  of  broken  hearts  and  umbrella  handles!  Of  lost  pins 
and  flunks  in  Vergil!  Of  prom  programmes  and  cotillion  partners!  Of  football  heroes 
and  basket-ball  “dope”!  Of  Tammany  elections  and  lesson — unpreparedness!  Full 
many  are  the  times  that,  with  my  heart  already  pierced  with  dripping  umbrellas,  it  has 
bled  to  hear  the  woe  of  some  sweet  “girly-girly,”  or  has  laughed  to  hear  the  joy  that 
so  quickly  dried  her  tears! 

Well  do  I  remember  the  day,  the  month,  the  year,  when  that  fateful  edict  left 
the  office  carrying  the  dread  command:  “No  fair  co-ed  shall  the  streets  parade,  ac¬ 
companied  by  a  man.”  Oh,  the  tumult  that  surged  ’round  me!  The  indignation  that 
ran  rife!  In  truth  I  pitied  them,  those  girls  I  loved  so  well,  and  it  was  with  joy  that  I 
beheld  the  queen  among  them — a  girl,  fair  haired  and  tall — rush  in,  and  in  accents  wild 
and  tragic,  thus  express  the  sentiments  of  all:  “Words  fail  me,  girls — words  fail  me!” 
But  all  this  happened,  I  must  tell  you,  some  several  years  ago.  Words  do  not  fail  the 
loquacious  daughters  of  today  as  witnesseth — as  yet — the  living  I. 

When,  from  the  bosom  of  their  school,  those  lads,  so  brave  and  true,  departed  to 
follow  the  Flag  of  the  Free,  the  news  was  brought  to  me  thus. — Said  one  to  another 
of  the  senior  girls:  .“Have  you  heard  that  the  boys  have  enlisted?” 

“Yes.  Isn’t  it  funny?  Imagine!” 

“Funny!  I  think  it’s  pitiful — but  awfully  patriotic!” 

Squelched,  as  you  see,  and  all  because  words  didn’t  fail  her!  Oh,  I  can  tell  you 
the  girls  of  today  are  the  finest  that  ever  I’ve  witnessed.  No  good  thing  has  passed 
them  by,  and  in  their  midst  I  am  content  to  die.  More,  more  could  I  tell  you  of  these 
fascinating  creatures  whom  I  have  served  so  long.  But  my  hand  grows  feeble  and  the 
lamp  of  life  burns  dimly  for  the  Umbrella  Rack  of  the  Senior  Locker  Room.  A  fond 
farewell  I  bid  to  all,  and  commend  to  the  care  of  my  successor,  the  umbrellas,  the  joys 
and  the  woes  of  the  habitues,  both  present  and  future,  of  the  Senior  Locker  Room. 

RACHEL  MARY  HECKETSWEILER,  T 7. 


Young  Men ! ! !  Enlist  Here ! ! ! 

Join  the  Army!!!  A  good  chance  to  see  the  next  world!!! 
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CHITA 


When  the  Americans  poured  over  the  border  into  northern  Mexico,  the  inhabit¬ 
ants  of  the  infrequent  adobe  houses  retired  into  their  mud-baked  crevices  in  sullen  fear. 
The  sudden  invasion  by  these  big,  clean,  white-skinned  officers  and  their  men,  clatter¬ 
ing  by  on  live,  fat  horses  thru  their  slovenly  villages,  roused  in  the  hearts  of  those 
equally  slovenly  people  distrust  and  dislike.  That  is,  in  all  except  Chita. 

Chita  was  a  slip  of  a  girl  of  about  eighteen,  with  large,  soft,  dark  eyes,  set  rather 
widely  apart,  an  intelligent  forehead,  and  perfect  white  teeth  that  gleamed  often  thru 
her  lips  as  her  slow  southern  laugh  was  heard.  Apparently  she  had  nothing  in  com¬ 
mon  in  appearance  or  actions  with  the  unkempt  natives.  No  one  could  account  for 
Chita.  She  inherited  the  adobe  house  of  Senor  Gomelez,  with  his  wife,  three  sons,  a 
dog,  two  pigs,  numerous  chickens,  and  unspeakable  crawling  things.  According  to  the 
country  rumors,  Gomelez  was  Chita’s  grandfather.  He  was  old,  spiteful  and  crabbed. 
His  wife  shared  the  same  characteristics. 

The  soldiers  had  made  camp  about  a  mile  and  a  half  distant  from  the  Gomelez 
mansion.  On  the  fifth  day  after  their  advent,  North,  captain  of  the  company,  was 
stretched  out  in  his  tent,  under  shelter  from  the  sun.  He  was  thinking  over  plans  for 
the  capture  of  the  influential  trouble-making  general  he  had  come  to  get  if  possible. 
He  had  about  drifted  into  sleep  when  he  was  suddenly  shocked  into  consciousness  by 
something  cold  and  moistily  chilly  creeping  over  his  hand.  Instinctively  he  reached 
for  his  gun — one  could  expect  these  greasy  natives  to  slip  past  the  guards  somehow — 
and  he  turned  his  head  and  opened  his  eyes.  The  tension  snapped,  and  he  laughed 
aloud,  for  there,  licking  his  hand,  was  the  yellowest,  cleanest  native  doy  North  had 
seen  since  they  entered  Mexico.  He  rose  and  gave  the  dog  a  pan  of  water.  While 
the  animal  was  eagerly  lapping  it  up,  a  soldier  came  to  the  tent  flap  and  saluted,  a 
broad  grin  on  his  face. 

“Lady  to  see  you,  sir.” 

North  barely  had  time  to  gasp  in  astonishment,  when  a  young  girl,  with  lovely 
dark  eyes  and  white  skin,  rushed  by,  almost  upsetting  him  in  her  haste,  and  buried  her 
face  in  the  yellow  coat  of  the  dog. 

North  watched  her  in  amazement.  Truly  he  had  never  seen  anyone  as  vividly 
beautiful.  He  wondered  if  he  could  be  dreaming  that  one  so  like  an  American  girl 
could  be  in  that  country.  After  she  had  finished  rapturously  carressing  the  dog,  she 
turned  to  North,  and  with  a  quick  smile,  thanked  him  for  his  kindness  to  her  pet. 

“Heem  dog  go  off  away  across  desert,  Senor.  I  am  come  mucha  surry  follow. 
You  see,  I  theenk  soldado  Americano  maybe  keel  heem  Mexico  dog.” 

She  then  informed  him,  in  her  most  gracious  manner,  and  very  poor  English,  that 
her  name  was  Chita.  Imperiously  she  demanded  to  be  shown  thru  the  camp.  North 
marveled  at  her  lack  of  fear  and  her  eagerness  to  see  everything  of  the  Americanos. 
At  sundown  she  announced  that  her  grandmother  would  expect  her  home  to  prepare 
supper,  and  she  departed  over  the  stretches  of  sand  with  her  dog. 

During  the  days  that  followed,  Chita  came  often  to  the  camp,  selling  baskets  and 
strange  headings  to  the  delighted  soldiers.  To  North,  whom  she  admired  tremendously, 
she  brought  many  Mexican  delicacies,  which  North,  after  trying  once  or  twice,  wisely 
decided  to  cast  away. 

One  night  Chita  prepared  to  retire,  which,  in  the  Gomelez  mansion,  consisted  of 
lying  in  any  convenient  spot  on  the  hard  earth  floor  which  is  not  occupied  by  the 
animals.  She  slipped  out  to  the  shed  which  her  dog  shared  with  the  family  horse, 
to  bid  him  good  night,  as  was  her  custom.  Before  the  door  she  stopped,  hearing 
voices  raised  in  argument.  She  peered  thru  one  of  the  crevices  in  the  wall,  and  saw 
three  strange  men  who  looked  as  tho  they  had  come  from  a  distance,  in  conference 
with  Gomelez.  Since  Chita  had  never  heard  of  the  unwritten  law  of  good  breeding, 
she  set  herself  to  listen  to  the  conversation. 

“It  can  be  done  easily,”  said  one.  “This  pig  of  a  man,  North,  is  in  command.  He 
is  not  as  strong  as  he  looks.” 
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Chita’s  eyes  grew  larger,  and  she  drew  nearer. 

A  large,  swaggering  man  with  a  drooping  mustache  laughed  scornfully. 

“Ha!  He  came  here  to  get  me — me,  the  General  Juanto,  with  the  biggest  army  in 
Mexico.  He  is  not  smart,  for  I  have  been  in  his  camp  many  times,  and  he  did  not 
even  suspect  it.” 

The  third,  a  murderous  looking  man,  spoke: 

“The  men  are  impatient.  They  will  be  ready  to  attack  in  three  nights  from  now. 
He  will  have  no  cause  to  forget  us!” 


Night  in  the  desert.  Overhead,  myriads  of  stars  sparkled,  giving  such  light  that 
even  distant  objects  were  distinguishable.  Deep,  solemn  stillness,  almost  hanging, 
one  might  say,  over  the  sand  stretches.  At  intervals,  the  long  wail  of  a  coyote, 
cheated  out  of  his  prey. 

North  could  not  sleep.  The  heat  was  intense  and  stifling.  He  went  a  little  way 
from  the  picket  line  and  threw  himself  down  on  the  sand.  Lying  with  his  ear  to  the 
ground,  the  sound  of  hoof  beats  of  a  horse  traveling  rapidly  came  to  him.  He  strained 
his  eyes  over  the  vast  area  of  light  and  shadow.  A  horse  and  rider  were  coming  di¬ 
rectly  toward  the  camp.  North  pulled  his  revolver  and  waited. 

“Halt!  Who  goes  there?” 

A  woman’s  voice  answered. 

“Senor  North,  it  ees  me,  Chita.  I  have  come  with  news.” 

When  North  was  made  acquainted  with  the  facts  he  realized  how  great  a  favor 
Chita  had  bestowed  upon  him.  Here  was  his  chance  to  make  good  for  his  govern¬ 
ment.  The  objects  of  the  invasion  were  close  at  hand,  and  the  valuable  information 
had  come  from  a  mere  slip  of  a  girl. 

Three  days  later,  officials  in  Washington  received  dispatches,  telling  of  the  capture 
by  North  of  the  three  most  important  Mexican  trouble  makers.  An  interesting  item 
was  snatched  up  by  the  newspapers  to  the  effect  that  this  same  North  had  found  the 
daughter  of  an  American  prospector  and  his  wife,  who  had  gone  into  Mexico  eighteen 
years  before  and  from  whom  no  word  had  been  received.  The  dispatch  stated  that  it 
was  learned  the  parents  had  been  treacherously  robbed  and  killed  by  a  certain  Senor 
Gomelez. 

A  more  interesting  bit  that  the  papers  happily  did  not  get  was  that  Chita  went 
to  the  United  States  to  be  educated,  and  a  few  years  later,  North  received  the  reward 
greater  to  him  than  the  medal  given  him  for  valiant  service  to  his  country. 

DOROTHY  E.  BOWEN,  ’17. 


RETROSPECTION. 

I  am  sitting  with  my  thought  alone — 

All  wrapped  in  silvery  garb  of  dreams, 

And  Mem’ry  on  her  pipes  doth  play  a  song. 

1  listen  with  my  thought  becalmed,  and  wait 

To  hear  the  sooting  note 

Until  I  start  and  sit  erect  and,  lo! 

She  takes  me  gently  by  the  hand, 

And  leads  me  by  the  pleasant  paths  of  life, 

Until  I  meet  the  years  that  fled  so  fast. 

DOROTHY  WICKHAM  BAKER,  T 7. 


Miss  Griswold  (reading  Alumni  notes) — “George  Giles?  I  wonder  if  he 
isn’t  some  relation  of  mine?  I  have  some  relatives — ” 

(Much  laughter.) 


55 


NEW  YEAR’S  IN  CHICAGO 


As  Jove  sat  on  his  celestial  throne  one  day,  he  happened  to  gaze  down  on  that  part 
of  the  wicked  earth  called  Mercurres,  inhabited  by  a  great  money-loving  people,  who 
called  themselves  Americans. 

“Yes,  today  is  the  day  of  the  revels  of  Bacchus  down  there,”  he  mused.  Then,  as 
the  idea  of  wine  and  drinking  came  into  his  head,  he  turned  his  eyes  instinctively 
toward  the  great  cities  called  in  heaven  Boozeomus  and  Beeren,  and  Chicago  and 
Milwaukee  by  the  earthly  inhabitants.  Milwaukee  was,  as  usual — beer,  beer,  beer. 
Chicago  was  different  tho.  There  was  no  drinking,  no  street  cars  half  full  of  drunken 
men;  in  fact,  nothing  that  Jove  connected  with  this  day. 

“This  is  queer.  Can  anything  have  gone  wrong  with  the  guardian  of  the  city, 
Sootus,  the  god  of  smoke?  Mercury,  bring  me  fate  No.  A716928,  Vol.  46732.”  The 
order  obeyed,  he  scanned  the  book  with  anxious  eyes. 

“A — B — C — Ca — Cd — Ch.  Here  we  are — ‘Chicago.  General  conditions  on  the 
night  of  December  31,  1916,  and  morning  of  January  1,  1917.’  Yes,  I  remember  now. 
There  is  something  about  a  man  named  Hardy  or  Harvy  or  Healy  or  something  like 
that.  Here  it  is:  ‘Man  called  Healy  will  stop  the  drinking  here  so  that  people  will  think 
he  is  a  good  man  (as  mortals  say),  and  doesn’t  graft  too  much,  etc.’  I  am  glad  fate  has 
decided  that  Bacchus  must  be  restrained,  he  is  getting  too  many  followers  to  suit  me. 
I  wonder  why  this  day  is  celebrated  anyway?  Mercury!  Bring  me  Origine  No. 
R1082496,  Vol.  72393.  ‘January  1,  called  by  mortals  in  English-speaking  lands,  New 
Year’s.  Began  - .’  Well,  I’ll  skip  that.  ‘For  the  purpose  of  making  good  resolu¬ 

tions  to  be  carried  out  during  the  following  365  days,  called  by  mortals  a  year.’  Indeed, 
I  had  forgotten  that.  We  will  see  how  many  do  this,  just  to  make  sure  they  know.” 

So  Jove  descended  from  his  loftiness,  down  into  the  city  called  Chicago,  but  as 
he  approached,  the  air  began  to  grow  dim. 

“Oh  yes!  Of  course!  It  is  the  thick  particles  of  mineral  called  smoke.  I  wish 
I  hadn’t  come  now,  because  my  robe  will  get  all  dirty  and  I  just  put  it  on  clean  this 
morning.”  Nevertheless,  he  kept  on  and  entered  the  house  of  a  very  rich  man.  He 
and  his  family  were  at  dinner  as  he  entered  the  room. 

“Mamma,”  said  the  son,  “do  you  know  that  today  is  New  Years?” 

“Yes,  Harold,  I  do!  I  have  ten  engagements  for  this  afternoon;  I  have  a  card 

party  at  Mrs.  Rayman’s,  te  dansante  at . ,”  but  Jove  left  her  to  her  engagement- 

book  in  peace — surely  New  Year’s  was  not  understood  there. 

He  next  went  to  the  home  of  a  man  who  did  not  make  much  money,  yet  could 
support  his  family  in  comfort  by  being  careful. 

“D - n  New  Year’s,”  he  said  to  his  wife  as  the  two  counted  up  the  bills  that 

were  piling  in  on  them.  Jove  felt  perfectly  sure,  by  that  simple  little  phrase,  that  he 
must  look  elsewhere  for  the  real  appreciation  of  the  holiday. 

Next  he  went  to  the  home  of  a  very  poor  man,  living  in  the  slums.  The  man  was 
as  angry  as  could  be. 

“These  confounded  police  trying  to  interfere  in  a  man’s  right  to  drink  a  little  glass 
of  whiskey  on  New  Year’s!  Now,  I  have  to  work  up  to  12:30  and  after  12:00 — think  of 
it,  12:00! — every  saloon  is  as  tight  as  a  safe.”  So  by  way  of  exercise  and  recreation,  and 
to  compensate  himself  for  the  whiskey,  he  began  to  beat  his  wife. 

Jove,  being  satisfied,  went  back  to  heaven,  thinking  deeply. 

“Some  day  I’ll  correct  that,”  he  mused — but  just  then  a  great  massacre  in  northern 
France  demanded  his  immediate  attention. 

E.  MORRILL  CODY,  T 7. 


Drill  Sergeant  (to  awkward  squad) — “A  rifle  bullet  will  go  through  more 
than  a  foot  of  solid  wood.  Remember  that,  you  block-heads !” 
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The  Story  of  Percival  Benedict  De  Lancy  Jones,  or,  The  Boy  Who 

Burned  to  Serve  His  Country 

Percival  Benedict  De  Lancy  Jones,  of  Highland  Park,  fired  with  an  ambition  to 
serve  his  country  in  its  hour  of  dire  need,  decided  to  enlist  at  once,  without  waiting 
for  the  selective  draft  to  gather  him  in.  Squaring  his  shoulders  and  throwing  up 
his  chin,  he  started  forthwith  to  the  nearest  recruiting  office.  Not  until  he  reached 
the  threshhold  did  he  begin  to  have  misgivings. 

The  trenches  in  France  flashed  before  his  mind’s  eye;  he  heard  the  rattle  of 
machine  guns;  the  roar  of  Jack  Johnsons;  the  bursting  of  shells;  and  thought  of 
the  poisonous  gas;  the  tear  bombs;  and  all  the  other  devilish  inventions  of  modern 
and  civilized  warfare.  He  backed  out  of  the  doorway  intending  to  think  matters 
over  before  he  did  anything  rash.  He  paced  up  and  down  before  the  recruiting  office. 
His  head  grew  hot,  while  his  feet  grew  correspondingly  cold.  Suddenly  a  happy 
thought  struck  him.  “What  could  be  more  patriotic,”  said  Percy,  “than  to  help  increase 
the  food  supply?  I  will  go  to  work  on  a  farm.” 

Rushing  away  from  the  recruiting  office,  he  travelled  to  the  nearest  farm.  He 
arrived  there  at  seven  o’clock  the  next  morning,  approached  a  farmer,  and  asked  for 
a  job. 

“What  can  you  do,”  said  the  farmer  . 

“Anything,”  answered  Percy. 

“You  don’t  look  it,”  replied  the  farmer,  “but  can  you  plow?” 

“I  have  never  plowed,”  said  Percy,  “but  I  think  I  could  learn.” 

“No  doubt,”  said  the  farmer,  “but  this  is  not  a  correspondence  school.” 

“Can  you  milk,”  asked  the  farmer. 

“No,”  answered  Percy. 

“Well,  what  is  your  name,”  said  the  farmer  in  disgust. 

“Percival  Benedict  De  Lancy  Jones,”  answered  Percy. 

“My  Gawd,”  said  the  farmer,  “we’ll  call  you  Bill.” 

“Well,  I  haven’t  time  to  stand  around  here  all  day  asking  questions,”  said  the 
farmer,  “but  anybody  can  drag.  Hook  up  that  team  to  that  twelve-foot  drag  and 
harrow  that  twenty  acres.  All  morning  in  the  hot  sun  Percy  drove  the  team,  walking 
behind  the  drag  hour  after  hour,  until  he  thought  he  would  drop  dead.  The  ex¬ 
perience  was  more  harrowing  to  Percy  than  to  the  soil.  The  dinner  gong  was  a 
welcome  sound.  A  half  hour  for  dinner  was  allowed  and  then  the  farmer  pointed 
to  a  patch  of  red  raspberries,  which  for  protection,  had  been  laid  down  and  buried 
under  two  feet  of  earth  all  winter. 

“Get  your  spading  fork  and  take  up  those  berries,”  said  the  farmer.  The  after¬ 
noon  was  spent  in  bending,  in  digging,  and  in  lifting.  It  is  unnecessary  to  describe  the 
tortures  which  Percy  suffered. 

Supper  being  over,  Percy  was  called  upon  to  pitch  hay  down  for  the  stock,  to 
feed  the  pigs,  to  groom  the  horses,  and  while  he  was  resting,  to  split  wood  for  the 
kitchen  range.  At  ten  o’clock  that  night  he  fell  onto  his  bed  too  tired  to  take  off  his 
clothes.  He  had  hardly  gotten  asleep  it  seemed,  when  he  was  shaken  roughly  and  a 
hoarse  voice  bawled  in  his  ear,  “Tumble  out  Bill,  are  you  going  to  sleep  all  day?” 
Percy  opened  his  eyes,  it  was  dark. 

“What  time  is  it?”  he  asked. 

“Four  o’clock,”  said  the  farmer,  “and  you  are  half  an  hour  late  already,”  and  he 
walked  out  of  the  room. 

Percy  staggered  to  his  feet.  Every  muscle  was  aching.  Every  spot  on  his  body 
was  sore.  He  tried  to  straighten  up  and  found  that  two  vertebrae  were  seemingly 
missing  and  several  were  dislocated.  He  staggered  down-stairs  and  out  of  doors. 

He  looked  towards  the  twenty  acres.  He  looked  toward  the  raspberry  patch.  He 
glanced  at  the  road  which  led  towards  home.  “I  prefer  to  be  shot,”  said  Percy, 
starting  for  the  recruiting  office  on  a  run. 

KATHARINE  WINTERS,  ’17. 
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AN  INSPIRATION 

“Kay,  if  you  love  me,  tell  me  what  to  write  about.  I’ve  read  every  Annual  back  to 
the  beginning,  and  searched  through  every  ‘Hitchcock’  and  ‘Genung’  in  the  library. 
There's  no  subject  that  I  am  suited  to  write  about,  and  Rachel  said  that  this  theme  is 
due  absitively,  posolutely  before  school  tomorrow.  Tell  me,  Kay,  please!”  I  wailed 
in  dispair  after  I  had  racked  my  troubled  brain  for  two  steady  hours. 

“Now,  Mary,  be  sensible,”  my  beloved  sister  said  to  me,  in  her  matter-of-fact  tone. 
“How  should  I  be  able  to  give  you  any  inspiration  when  this  Junior  Prom  write-up  is 
due  tomorrow,  too?  Why  don’t  you  let  someone  else  do  it  who  has  real  literary 
ability?”  That  was  a  slam,  but  knowing  it  to  be  the  truth,  I  ignored  it  entirely. 

“I  would  drop  it  entirely  if  I  were  a  Freshie,”  I  continued,  “and  if  I  were  a  Soph, 
I’d  grumble  a  lot,  but,  you  know,  being  a  Junior  it  wouldn’t  be  exactly  square,  and  I 
wouldn’t  spoil  the  reputation  of  T8  for  anything.  However,  I  do  wish  that  Rachel 
weren’t  at  the  head  of  the  literary  department.  She’s  such  a  persistent  creature  that 
one  simply  can’t  get  around  her;  I’ve  tried  that,  but  I  would  like  to  pay  her  back 
for  picking  on  me.” 

“Use  her  as  the  subject  of  your  theme,”  replied  Miss  Brilliancy,  “and  then  you 
can  even  matters  up  all  right.” 

My  mind  was  no  longer  empty  of  ideas.  Why,  anyone  could  write  a  wonderful 
theme  about  Rachel  Mary  (no  insinuations  implied,  of  course),  and  here  was  a  chance 
to  even  affairs.  My  pen  and  paper  were  ready.  I  would  slam  her  right  and  left. 
Bravely  I  commenced:  “Our  literary  editor  is  a  terrible  person.  She  picks  out  all  the 
poor  Juniors  and  makes  them  write  for  the  Annual.”  My  pen  would  go  no  further. 
“Why  was  it  that  I  could  think  of  no  more  proofs  for  my  first  statement?”  I  asked 
Kay. 

“Silly,”  she  said,  “your  first  statement  is  entirely  wrong.  How  could  you  expect 
to  find  proofs?” 

She  spoke  the  truth.  Of  course  no  one  could  say  anything  bad  about  Rachel  with¬ 
out  telling  a  great  big  whopper.  Reluctantly  I  tore  up  my  brave  beginning  and  started 
again  on  a  fresh  page. 

This  time  it  was  not  so  hard,  for  I  was  now  telling  the  truth.  I  described  her  from 
head  to  heel,  not  neglecting  to  mention  that  pink  complexion  and  hair  that  curls  so 
bewitchingly  on  rainy  days,  of  which  I  am  terribly  jealous.  Then  I  wrote  about  her 
voice  which  I  could  willingly  listen  to  all  day,  and  last  but  not  least,  that  wonderful 
personality  which  makes  everyone  love  and  admire  her.  As  I  put  a  tail  on  the  last  word 
and  rather  unwillingly  added  “finis,”  I  looked  up  at  Kay,  who  was  grinning  away  for 
all  she  was  worth. 

“Do  you  realize,”  she  said,  “that  you  have  been  writing  steadily  for  an  hour  and  a 
half?  What  would  you  do  if  she  wouldn’t  accept  it?” 

“Accept  it!”  I  echoed.  The  thought  had  never  entered  my  head.  “Why,  she’ll  have 
to.  She  said  that  she  would  take  anything  I  wrote,  and  if  this  doesn’t  suit  her  she 
can  give  me  a  subject  and  I’ll  do  it  again.” 

“That’s  the  spirit,”  Kay  burst  forth.  It  takes  ’18  with  the  supervision  of  T7  to 
write  for  an  annual. 

MARY  CARD,  ’18. 


Senior — “You  never  lose  anything  by  washing  your  hands.” 
Freshie — “Nothing  but  dirt.” 


Miss  Grandy — “Tell  me  about  Lyly  and  Sidney.” 

Bright  Pupil — “Lillian  Sidney?  Why  I  thought  it  was  a  man,  and  that  his 
name  was  Philip.” 
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Sept.  5,  Tuesday — 'School  opens. 

Sept.  8,  Friday — Our  halls  are  decorated  with  “living  green.” 

Sept.  22,  Friday — Seniors  are  preached  at,  prayed  at  and  finally  given  up  as  hopeless. 

Sept.  25,  Monday — Botany  Class  on  a  field  trip — stolen  apples  (very  green) — they 
squirm  in  agony. 

Sept.  29,  Friday — We  learn  from  Metzel  what  a  “loyal  student”  is — we  also  buy  tickets 
for  Saturday’s  game.  Gordon  leads  a  rally  in  the  main  hall. 

Sept.  30,  Saturday — Kenosha  wins.  Why  say  more? 

Oct.  2,  Monday — Musical  program  in  assembly.  Mandolin  Club  makes  its  debut. 
Master  Charles  Hughes  carols — (Songs  of  Victory?).  He  hath  a  winning  way — 
we  wonder  if  he  is  any  relation  to  the  great  Charles  Evans. 

Oct.  3,  Tuesday — Slight  commotion  in  Chem.  The  young  woman  at  the  adjacent  desk 
turns  on  the  water  and  can’t  turn  it  off.  Meanwhile  the  Prof,  and  other  innocent 
bystanders  take  shower  baths.  We  also  take  the  air  in  our  afternoon  study  periods. 

Oct.  4,  Wednesday — We  lost  our  Woolley,  thereby  incurring  the  wrath  of  ye  English 
teacher,  otherwise  brite  and  fare. 

Oct.  5,  Thursday — Junior  Forum  meets  and  decides  to  debate  “that  too  many  hours 
may  be  spent  in  study.”  What  say? 

Oct.  6,  Friday — Big  Rally  at  noon.  The  girls  come  across  and  add  an  element  of 
grace  and  beauty,  as  well  as  “pep.”  Also  we  go  to  a  reception  and  a  picnic  in 
Garrick.  Senior  Pin  and  Ring  Committee  meets. 

Oct.  7,  Saturday — Rah,  Rah!  we  hung  it  on  Chicago  Heights  at  the  rate  of  80-0. 

Oct.  9,  Monday — We  commemorate  Riley’s  birthday  and  the  Chicago  Fire  in  assembly. 
Much  underclass  talent  discovered.  “I  didn’t  know  he  was  so  clever,  did  you?” 
“Wasn’t  she  good?”  etc.,  etc.,  ad  infinitum. 

Oct.  10,  Tuesday — Rings  and  Pins  again.  Metzel  sports  before  the  compassionate 
gaze  of  the  multitude  a  well-nigh  toothless  countenance. 

Oct.  11,  Wednesday— Big  Senior  Class  Meeting.  Bzzzzzzzzz - .  We  also  get 

our  rings  fitted.  Much  discussion  among  the  damsels  about  which  hand  and  which 
finger  to  wear  it  on. 

Oct.  12,  Thursday — It  rains. 

Oct.  13,  Friday — Senior  Forum  has  parliamentary  drill.  We  saw  nothing  but  hair- 
bows,  curls,  frizzles,  and  “straights”  today — in  short,  the  senior  girls  had  a  “pig¬ 
tail  day.” 

Oct.  16,  Monday — Kind  o’  windy. 

Oct.  17,  Tuesday — The  wind’s  gone  down. 

Oct.  18,  Wednesday — The  wind’s  come  up.  (Also  reports). 

Oct.  19,  Thursday — It  rains.  (The  wind’s  still  up.) 

Oct.  23,  Monday — Assembly — otherwise  very  dull. 

Oct.  24,  Tuesday — Rainy  again — and  we  haven’t  an  umbrella  or  a  little  brother  to 
bring  us  one. 

Oct.  25,  Wednesday — “Ye  nurses  of  the  Blue  Cross”  are  summoned  to  the  Gym. 

Oct.  26,  Thursday — Frieburg  is  spending  all  his  time  these  days  cartooning  Burridge 
and  the  “next  game.” 
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Oct.  26-Nov.  1 — Other  things  happened  such  as  French  Club,  but  we  remember  most 
poignantly  the  constant  drilling  in  preparation  of  Nov.  4. 

Nov.  2,  Wednesday — Registration  days,  today  and  tomorrow.  Cap’s  constant  threat, 
“you  can’t  vote,  if  you  don’t  register!” 

Nov.  3,  Thursday — Much  political  agitation,  in  view  of  which  we  beat  up  Thornton 


14-3. 


Nov.  5,  Saturday — At  last!!  Cadets  and  Blue  Cross  First  Aiders  are  reviewed  (with 
much  applause,  ahem!)  at' the  Fort,  by  Gen.  Young.  We  got  a  ride  up  there 
in  a  “spiffy”  automombile.  Wish  the  Fort  hadn’t  been  so  near! 

Nov.  6,  Monday — Mr.  Longfellow,  a  first-class  first-aider,  shows  us  how  to  break  the 
fatal  “death  grip”  and  how  to  do  some  other  things. 

Nov.  7,  Tuesday — Election  day.  Hughes  wins  (in  H.  S.)  by  a  big  majority.  The 
vote:  Hughes,  192;  Wilson,  127;  Benson,  2. 

Nov.  8,  Wednesday — Excitement  runs  rife.  Do  we  get  that  candy  or  do  we  not? 

Nov.  9,  Thursday — Wilson  wins  and  we  lose  our  bet — we  do  not  get  the  candy. 

Nov.  10,  Friday — Big  Rally  fifth  period.  We  cremate  Waukegan’s  remains  and  honor 
them  with  a  funeral  procession  three  blocks  long — and  don’t  get  back  until 
seventh. 


Nov.  11,  Saturday — We  “hung  it  on  Waukegan.”  O  boy,  we  told  you  so.  Also 
D.  S.  H.  S.  gets  a  “press  notice” — we  saved  it  for  our  mem’ry  book,  did  you? 

Nov.  13,  Monday — Big  time  in  general  assembly.  Daily  News  reporter  tells  in  his 
“snappiest”  what  a  “darn  decent  principal”  we  have. 

Nov.  14,  Tuesday — Metzel  is  conspicuous  by  his  absence  these  days. 

Nov.  15,  Wednesday — We  hear  again  with  thrills  going  up  and  down  our  various 
back-bones  of  the  noble  deeds  of  Horatius  at  the  Bridge.  We  suffer  this  thr illy 
stuff  tenth  period — if  that  is  of  any  interest. 

Nov.  16,  Thursday — Rally  in  the  Girls’  Gym.  Bell,  Smith,  Lindenmeyer  and  others 
grip  their  courage  (also  their  pockets)  and  address  us.  Rah!  Rah!  nobly  done. 

Nov.  17,  Friday — After  much  ado  we  go  down  to  New  Trier  and  get  beaten  14-7. 
Tough  luck!  and  after  we  froze  our  feet  and  cracked  our  voices  ’n’  ever’ting. 

Nov.  20,  Monday — Senior  rings!  Have  they  come? 

Nov.  21,  Tuesday — They  have?  No,  they  haven’t!  Well  then,  WHEN? 

Nov.  22,  Wednesday — Surely  today.  We  anxiously  await  them  and  are — disappointed. 

Nov.  23,  Thursday — English  III  Class  in  uproar.  Why?  Cowie  drops  his  wee  pink 
powder  puff,  is  all. 

Nov.  24,  Friday — At  last.  Well  what  do  you  think  of  ’em.  Ho-hum,  you  can’t  please 
.everybody. 

Nov.  27,  Monday — Sumas  MacManus  in  General  Assembly.  Now  we  know  why  the 
Fairies  come  to  Ireland  and  the  Irish  came  to  America. 

Nov.  28,  Tuesday — Miss  Grandy  departs  for  the  “effete”  east. 

Nov.  29,  Wednesday — Musical  program  in  General  Assembly.  Ver’  good.  Also  re¬ 
ports  and  woe. 

Nov.  30,  Thursday,  to  December  A — Joy!  Peace!  Happiness!  Thanksgiving  Holi¬ 


days. 
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Dec.  4,  Monday — Back  again — get  a  lecture  in  assembly  about  our  general  conduct. 
Football  fellows  get  their  “D’s.”  Honor  Roll — did  you  “get  on?”  We  fell  off 
away  back. 

Dec.  5,  Tuesday — Ye  English  teacher  is  back — with  a  slightly  eastern  accent?  Well, 
yes,  very  slight. 

Dec.  8,  Friday — We  didn’t  know  that  U.  S.  currency  in  the  form  of  dimes  was  so 
prevalent  hereabouts. 

Dec.  11,  Monday — Wonder  why  Hunt  and  Geraghty  ditched  today? 

Dec.  12,  Tuesday — One  day  nearer  Christmas. 

Dec.  13,  Wednesday — Enjoyed  a  birthday  cake — i.  e.  the  girls  did. 

Dec.  14,  Thursday — First  snow  (we  think  so,  we  aren’t  sure). 

Dec.  15,  Friday — More  dimes  in  Forum. 

Dec.  18,  Monday — “  ’Twas  the  week  before  Christmas” — 

Dec.  19,  Tuesday — Ye  gods  and  little  fishes!  Will  the  time  never  pass? 

Dec.  20,  Wednesday — The  first  Christmas  party — we  got  an  olive. 

Dec.  21,  Thursday — Various  feeds — very  festive.  Also  the  big  charity  bazaar.  Dot 
Baker  sure  is  there  when  it  comes  to  charity — the  affair  cleared  enough  to  feed 
the  Belgians  for  a  week. 


Dec.  22,  Friday — A  dance  in  the  Gym.  Big  Gorge!  Forum-Garrick  party — fine  time, 
but  the  “dishes  to  be  did!”  Fraulein  Krieger  feeds  the  multitude — oh,  them 
German  doughnuts!  Preserve  the  recipe  and  we  care  not  what  becomes  of  the 
country. 

Dec.  22,  to  Jan.  8 — Christmas  Holidays. 

Jan.  8,  Monday — ’Glad  to  get  back  to  our  dear  . .  . .  ?  A  typical  blue  Monday. 

Jan.  9,  Tuesday — Adventures  flung  right  and  left.  We  would  like  to  believe  one- 
half  of  them. 

Jan.  11,  Thursday— Absolutely  blank. 

Jan.  12,  Friday — I  didn’t  know  “Sonny”  was  such  a  flirt! 

Jan.  17,  Wednesday — Wonder  why  Miss  Grandy  underscored  today  on  her  calendar. 
Jan.  22,  Monday — A  one-word  test  in  American  History.  Nothing  above  30. 

Jan.  23,  Tuesday — Extra!  Miss  Krieger  forgets  to  have  her  lunch!! 

Jan.  25,  Thursday — The  “petite  mademoiselle”  gets  real  mad  in  French  III.  Im¬ 
possible  ?  !  !  !  ? 

Jan.  26,  Friday — Again  that  ominous  underscore  on  Miss  Grandy’s  calendar. 

Jan.  29,  Monday — Reviews! 

Jan.  30,  Tuesday — Reviews!! 

Jan.  31,  Wednesday — Exams!! 

Feb.  1,  Thursday — Exams!!! 

Feb.  2,  Friday — Exams!!!! 

Feb.  5,  Monday — We  are  beginning  to  breath  freely  again. 

Feb.  7,  Wednesday — Reports!  How  many  flunks  did  you  get? 

Feb.  8,-  Thursday — Rachel  is  desirous  of  meeting  “Mrs.  Hamlet.” 

Feb.  9,  Friday — Patriotic  program  in  Garrick. 
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Feb.  12,  Monday — Lincoln’s  birthday.  Big  celebration.  Cadet  Corps  reviewed  by 
Major  Grote. 

Feb.  13,  Tuesday — Poor  old  senior  girls  went  down  before  another  basket-ball  defeat. 

Feb.  14,  Wednesday — One  more  day  shot. 

Feb.  15,  Thursday — Dorothy  Mason  finds  the  telephone  hard  to  manuipulate  in  French 
class.  Spencer  to  the  rescue. 

Feb.  16,  Friday — Try-outs  for  Waukegan  debate.  Junior  Forum  elects  officers;  Jimmy 
Stevens,  president.  Inaugural  address,  etc. 

Feb.  19,  Monday — Tuskegee  Singers  in  assembly.  Perfectly  dandy — so  good  that  the 
boys  forget  to  go  to  lunch. 

Feb.  21,  Wednesday — Educational  movies.  Cap  says  they’re  “growing  whiskers.” 

Feb.  22,  Thursday — Washington’s  birthday.  Lots  of  fun,  no  school,  etc. 

Feb.  23,  Friday — Garrick  Club  today.  Automobile  Day.  A  freshie  informs  us  that 
her  favorite  make  of  machine  is  a  “limousine.” 

Feb.  28,  Wednesday — The  shortest  month  has  passed  away.  We  would  the  other  nine 
were  as  short. 

Mar.  1,  Thursday — Heavyweight  basket-ball  team  defeats  Riverside.  Winning  basket 
made  by  Plagge. 

Mar.  2,  Friday — Lillian  Low  hasn’t  giggled  for  two  hours.  Bennie  Ball  was  “cross 
at  her.” 

Mar.  5,  Monday — P.  T.  A.  Visitor’s  Day — Oh,  deah,  we  are  so  fussed!  Fond 
mammas  come  to  hear  their  sons  recite  in  geometry — said  sons  are  “nowheah  to 
be  found.” 

Mar.  6,  Tuesday — Miss  van  Steenderen  is  Spanish-ing  the  Spanish  these  days  'sted 
o’  the  petite  mademoiselle. 

Mar.  7,  Wednesday — Another  of  those  “perfectly  ripping”  girls’  games  came  off  today 

Mar.  9,  Friday — Is  it  subsidy  or  subsidy?? 

Mar.  12,  Monday — More  movies — it’s  hay-rakes  and  harvesters  this  time. 

Mar.  13,  Tuesday — Oh,  whew!  what  an  o-dah!  Have  mercy  on  the  inhabitants  and 
shut  that  laboratory  door. 

M.ar.  14,  Wednesday — Senior  Class  meeting.  The  “Annual”  to  be  or  not  to  be,  that 
is  the  question. 

Mar.  16,  Friday — Company  B  (First  Aid)  defeats  Company  A  in  basket-ball.  Funds 
to  go  to  the  War  Relief  Association.  Also  the  faculty  clean  up  the  senior  light¬ 
weights. 

Mar.  19,  Monday — The  Annual  staff  elected.  Will  they  make  good? 

Mar.  20,  Tuesday — We  drill  for  Thursday.  The  band  sounds  like  -??!!! 

Mar.  21,  Wednesday — Spring  has  come.  We  drill  for  the  big  event. 

Mar.  22,  Thursday — Big  “Nurse  and  Cadet”  demonstration  in  town.  Old  D.  S.  H.  S. 
gets  itself  into  the  papers. 

Mar.  23,  Friday — Dual  debate.  We  win  at  both  places  by  a  decision  of  3-0.  Rah! 
Rah!  Rah!  Those  judges  certainly  were  the  nicest  men!!! 

Mar.  24,  Saturday — Boys’  Dinner. 

Mar.  26,  Monday — Goodbye  Hunt,  Smith  and  Pratt.  What  will  we  do  without  you? 
Say,  who  said  spring  had  come?  Snow! 

Mar.  27,  Tuesday — Annual  Board  has  its  first  meeting  with  the  eats  (and  drinks)  on* 
Mr.  Cody.  The  janitrix  worked  over-time  picking  up  the  crumbs. 

Mar.  28,  Wednesday — Mr.  Henry  E.  Mason  delivers  a  mighty  good  lecture  on 
Russia.  We  take  notes  for  English  IV. 

Mar.  29,  Thursday — Gordon  will  make  a  fine  Chief,  all  right.  Stretch!  you  can’t  talk 
to  Kay  in  the  halls  anymore.  We  put  Wallace’s  name  here  to  show  that  we’re 
not  afraid  of  him. 

Mar.  30,  Friday — Girl’s  dinner — some  crowd — consequently  the  ice  cream  gives  out. 
We  didn’t  know  Dorothy  Bowen  could  sing  so  well. 

April  2,  Monday — Plagge  gets  two  medals  in  the  Northwestern  track  meet.  He’s 
some  runner!  We  have  discovered  that  our  movies  are  pretty  good  after  all. 

April  3,  Tuesday — Patriotic  mass  meeting.  We’ll  have  no  hyphen  in  our  school — 
not  much!  For  once  we  agree  with  Pa  Dick — Wilson  can  make  a  good  speech. 

April  4,  Wednesday — We  wish  that  people  wouldn’t  fill  up  their  Junior  Prom  pro¬ 
grams  until  we  can  get  a  chance  at  ’em. 

April  5,  Thursday — Gordon  pulls  the  ha!  ha!  stuff  to  such  an  extent  in  senior  play 
practice  that  the  coach  requests  his  absence — the  Chief,  too!!  Oh,  but  we’re 
shocked! 
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April  6,  Friday — More  Annual  Stuff. 

April  9,  Monday — Mr.  McNutt  tells  us  all  about  farming. 

April  10,  Tuesday — Curses  on  that  Chem  teacher — he  is  so  embarrassing.  Why? 
Why,  how’d  you  like  it,  if  you  were  a  sweet  young  co-ed  to  be  asked  what  “talc” 
is  used  for?  Huh?  You’d  better  subside. 

April  11,  Wednesday — Miss  Griswold  starts  the  Canning  Club. 

April  12,  Thursday — Bird-messages  from  the  senior  girls’  locker  room:  “I’m  so 
thrilled  about  the  Prom — they’re  going  to  let  us  dance  ’till  midnight!”  Did  you 
say  blase  seniors? 

April  13,  Friday — Half-day  off.  Teachers  go  to  a  meeting  some  place.  Orchestra 
groans,  Mandolin  Club  twitters,  Chorus  warbles,  and  all  is  gay. 


April  14,  Saturday — The  Prom!  The  Prom!  The  Prom’s  the  thing! 

April  16,  Monday — Everybody’s  a  dunce  today. 

April  17,  Tuesday — We  try  to  sell  Annuals  and  our  worthy  principal  tries  to  sell  tickets 
for  Thursday’s  show  and  between  us  we  cheerfully  rob  the  populace. 

April  18,  Wednesday — Say  that  French  Club  had  pretty  good  eats  this  time — next 
time  we’ll  wear  a  suit  with  more  pockets. 

April  19,  Thursday — Big  celebration  in  commemoration  of  Paul  Revere’s  Ride — every¬ 
body  has  a  chance  to  perform  tonight.  Poor,  dear  Katie  Parr,  she  did  have  a 
hard  time,  didn’t  she? 


N  urses 

DehONstrate 


April  20,  Friday — We  keep  the  Camera  busy  today. 

April  20-30 — We  have  vacation — it’s  supposed  to  be  spring — while  we  aren’t  writing 
Annual  dope. 
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April  30,  Monday — Rah!  Rah!  Rah!  Russell  and  his  squad  leave  Ottawa  way  behind! 

May  1,  Tuesday — The  lads  are  all  goin’ 

The  lassies  are  lonely, 

First  it  was  soldierin’ 

Now  it  is  farmin’ — 

Oh,  what  will  the  poor  lassies  do? 

(You  should  sing  this  to  get  the  best  effects.) 

P.  S.  Any  tune. 

May  2,  Wednesday — Away  with  the  heavy  stuff — what  care  we  for  “A  Thousand 
Years  Ago?”  A  farce!  A  farce!  What  shall  it  be — “Green  Stockings”  or  “You 
Never  Can  Tell?”  (The  one  we  can  make  the  most  money  out  of.) 

May  3,  Thursday — Senior  Girls  primp  and  preen  before  a  “spiffee”  new  mirror  pro¬ 
vided  by  the  “Vanity  Club.”  They  certainly  used  enough  slang  to  brand  them  as 
t-o-u-g-h-s  for  all  their  lives.  Underclassmen,  to  you  they  bequeath  this  token 
of  vanity  as  soon  as  you  attain  the  venerable  years  of  Senior-hood. 

May  4,  Friday — The  Annual  goes  to  press.  Fare-thee-well. 


H  G.  ADAIR,  CHICAGO 
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